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THE 


Bloody Bzother 3 
R OL L O. 
TRAGEDY. 


Actus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Gisber: and Baldwin. 


Bald. H E Brothers then are met? 
Gi/. They are, Sir. 
Bald. Tis thought,they may be reconcil'd. 
Gi/.'Tis rather wiſht,for ſuch, whoſe reaſon 
Doth direCt their thoughts without ſelf 


Dare not hope it. (flattery, 
Bald. The fires of Love,which the dead 
His equal care of both would have united, (Duke believ'd 


Ambition hath divided: and there are 

Too many on both parts, that know they cannot, 

Or riſe to Wealth or Honour, their maix ends, 

Unleſs the tempelt of the Princes fury 

Make troubled Seas, and thoſe Seas yield fit Eillows 
B 


In their bad Arts, to give way to a Calm, 

Which yielding reſt and good, prove their ruin,, 

And in the ſhipwrack of their, hopes and fortunes, 

The Dukedom might be ſay'd, had it but ten 

That ſtood affected to the general good, 

With that confirm'd zeal which brave Aubrey does. 
Gi/. He is indeed the perfect charaQter 

Of a good man, and ſo his ations ſpeak him. 


Bald. But did you obſerve the many donbts, and cautions. 


The Brothers ſtood-upon before they met ? 

G1/. 1 did ;, and yet, that ever Brothers ſhould 
Stand on more nice terms, than ſworn Enemies, 
After a War proclaim'd,. would with a ſtranger 
Wrong the reporters credit ; they ſaluted 
Atdiſtance ; and ſo ſtrong was the ſuſpicion 
* Each had of other, that before they durſt 
Embrace, they were by ſev'ral ſervants ſearcht,}. 

As doubting conceal'd weapons, Antidotes 

Ta'n openly by both, fearing the room 

Appointed for the enter-view was poyſon'd, 

The Chairs, and Cuſhions, with like care ſurvey'd ;; 
And in a word, in every circumſtance, * 

So jealous on both parts, that it is more 

Than to be feared, concord can never joyn 

Minds ſo divided. 

Bald. Yet our beſt endeavours 
Should not be wanting, Gz-berr. . 

- Gsf. Neither ſhall they, 


Enter Grandpree , and Verdon. 


But what are theſe ? 
Bald. They are without my knowledge ; 
But by thei manners, and behaviours, 
They ſhould expreſs themſelves, 
Grand. Since we ſerve Rollo, 
The Elder Brother, we'll be Koliens, 
Who will maintain us, Lads, as brave as Romans; 
You ſtand for him.? 
Ferd. 1 do. 
Grand. Why, then obſerve 
How much the buſineſs, your ſo long'd for buſineſs, 


By men that are nam'd from their Swords, concerns you:. 


Lechery, our common Friend, ſo long kept under, 
With whips, and beating fatal hemps, ſhall riſe, 
. : Bawdery,, in a French-hood plead, before ker. 
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Virginity ſhall be Carted. "ve 9 
Yerd, Excellent ! 


Grand. And Hell but grant, the quarrel that's hetweeng 


The Princes may continue, and the bu 
That's of the Sword, Youtlaſt three Suits in Law, 


And we will make Attorneys Lanſpriſadoes, 


And our brave Gown-men practicers of Back-{word ; 


The Pewter of all Serjeants Maces ſhall 

Be melted, and turn'd into common Flaggons, 
Ln which it ſhall be lawful to carouſe 

To their molt lowſie Fortunes. 

Bald. Here's a Stateſman. 

Grand, A Creditor ſhall not dare, -but by Petition, 
To make demand of any Debt ; and that 
Only once every Leap-year, in which, if 
The Debtor may be won for a French Crown, 

To pay a Soulz, he ſhall be regiſtred 
His BenefaCtor. 

Verd. The Chancellor hears you. 

Grand. Fear not, I now dare ſpeak as lond as he, 
And will be heard, and have all I ſpeak, Law 3 
Have you no eyes ? there is a reverence due, 

From Children of the Gown, to Men of Attion, 
Giſ. How's this ? 
Grand. Even ſo; the times, the times are chang'd, 
All bufineis is not now preferr'd in Parchment, 
Nor ſhall a Grant paſs, that wants this Broad Seal ; 
This Seal dye ſee ? your gravity once laid 
My head and heels together in the Dungeon, 
For cracking a ſcald Officer's Crown, for which 
A time is come for vengeance, and expect it ; 
For know, you have not full three hours to liye. 
Gif. Yes, ſomewhat longer. 
Grand. To what end? 
Gif. To hang you; think on that, Rufhan. 
Grand. For you, School-maſter, 
You have a pretty Daughter; let me ſee, 
Near three a Clock, (by which time much fear, 
I ſhall be tir'd with killing ſome five hundred) 
Provide a Bath, and her to entertain me, 
And that ſhall be your Ranſom. 

Bald. Impudent Raſcal, 


Enter to them Trevile and Duprete. 


Gf. More of the Crew ? 


B 2 


Grand. | 


(4) 

Grand, What are you ? Rollians ? | : 

Trev, No; this for Rollo, and all ſuchas ſerve him 3 
We ſtand for Oro. 

Grand. You ſeem men of faſhion, 

And therefore 411 deal fairly, you ſhall have 

The honour this day to be-Chronicled 

The firſt meh kill'd by Gra#dpree ; you ſee this Sword, 

A pretty fooliſh toy, my valour's Servant, 

And I may boldly ſay a Gentleman, 

It having made when it was Charlemaign's, : 
Three thouſand Knights ; this, Sir, ſhall cut your throat, 
And do you all fair ſervice elle. 

Trev. I kiſs*your-hands for the good offer ; here's another too, 
the ſervant of your ſervant” ſhall: be proud to be ſcour'd in your 
ſweet guts; till when pray you command me. 

Grand. Your ldolater; Sir, Exeunt, Manent Gif, & Bald. 

Giſ. That Cer ſach ſhould hold the names of men, 

Or Juſtice be held Cruelty, when it labours 

To pluck ſuch weeds up ! 
Bald. Yet they are protected; and by the great ones. 
Gif. Not the good ones, Baldwin. 


. Enter to them Aubrey. 


Aub. 1s this a time to be ſpent thus by ſuch 
As are the principal -Miniſters'oF the State 2 
When they that are the heads, have filFd the Court 
With Factions, a weak Woman only left 
To ſtay their bloody hands ? can her weak arms 
Alone divert the dangers ready now 
To fall upon the Common-wealth, and bury 
The honours of it, leaving not the name 
Of what it was ? Oh Gisberz, the fair tryals, 
And frequent proofs which our late Maſter made, 
Both of your Love and Faith, gave him aſſuravce, 
To chuſe you at his death a Guardian ; nay, 
A Father to his Sons ; and that great truſt, 
How ill do you diſcharge? Imulſt be plain, 
That, at the beſt, y'are a ſad-looker on 
Of thoſe bad practices you ſhould prevent, 
And where's the uſe of yaur Philolophy, 
In this ſo needful a time ? be not ſecure; 
For, Baldwin, be aſſur'd, ſince that the Princes, 
When they were young, and apt for any form, 
Were given to your inltruttion, and grave ordering ; 


Twill be expected that they ſhould be good, 
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(5) 
Or their bad manners-will b* imputed yours. 
Bald. 'T was not in one, my Lord, to alter nature. 
Giſ. Nor can my Counſfels work on them that will not 
Vouchſafe me hearing. 
Aub. Do theſe Anſwers ſort, 
Or with your place, or perſons, or your years ? 
Can Gizsbert, being the Pillar of the Laws, 
See them trod under foot, or forc'd to ſerve 
The Princes unjuſt ends ; and with a frown 
Be ſilenc'd from exclaiming on th' abuſe? 
Or Baldwiz only weep the deſp'rate madneſs 
Of his ſeduced Pupils ? ſee their minds, 
Which with good Arts he labour'd to build up 
Examples of ſucceeding times, o'erturn'd 
By undermining Paraſites ; no one Precept 
Leading to any Art, or great, or good, 
But is forc'd fray their memory, in whoſe room 
Black Counſels arereceiv'd, and their retirements, 
And ſecret conferente producing only 
Deviliſh deſigns,. a man would ſhame to father ; 
But I talk when I ſhould do, and chide others 
For that I now offend in : ſee't confirm'd, 
Now do, or never ſpeak more. 
Giſ. Weare yours, 


Enter Rollo, Latorch, Trevile, Grandpree, Otto, Verdon, 
and Duprete. 


Rol. You ſhalt know whol am? _- 
Orro. 1 do, my equal. 
Rol. Thy Prince; give way-——were we alone, I'd force thee, 
In thy beſt blood, to write thy ſelf my Subject, 
And glad | would receive it. 

Aub. Sir. Gi/. Dear Lord: 

Otto. Thy Subject ! 

Rol. Yes, nor ſhall tame patience hold me 
A minute longer, only half my ſelf , 

My Birth gave me this Dukedom, and my Sword 
Shall change it to the common grave of all 

That tread upon her boſom, cer I part with 

A piece of Earth, or Title that is mine. 

Otre. It needs not, and I would ſcorn to receive, 
Though offer'd, whatl want not : therefore know 
From me, though not deliver'd in great words, 

Eyes red with rage, poor pride, and threatned ation ; 
Our Father at hus death, then, when no accent, 


Wer't 


' — A 


(6) 


Wer't thou a Son, could fall from him in vain, 
Made us Co-heirs, our part of Land and Honours 
Of equal weight ; and to ſee this confirm'd, 
The Oaths of theſe are yet upon record, 
Who though they ſhould forſake me, and call down 
The Plagues of Perjury on their ſinful heads, 
I would not leave my ſelf. 
Trev.-Nor will we ſee the Will of the dead Duke infring'd. 
Lat, Nor l the elder rob'd of what's his right. 
Grand. Nor you ? 
Let me take place, I ſay, I will not ſee't ; 
My Sword is ſharpeſt. 
Aub. Peace you Tinder-boxes, 
That only carry matter to make a flame, 
W hich will conſume you. 
Rol. You are troubleſome, [To Baldwin. 
This is no time for Arguments, my Title 
Needs not your School-defences, but my Sword, 
With which the Gordian of your Sophiſtry 
Being cut, ſhall ſhew th'lmpoſture._For your Laws [To Gisbert. 
It is in me to change them when I pleaſe, 
I being above them; Gibert, would you have me protect them 
Let them now ſtretch their exgreameſt Rigor, 
And ſeize upon that Traytor ; ant your tongue 
Make him appear firſt dangerous, then odious ; 
And after, under the pretence of ſafety 
For the ſick State, the Lands and Peoples quiet, 
Cut off his head : and I Il give up my Sword, 
And fight with them at a more certain weapon 
To kill, and with Authority. 
Gif. Sir, I grant the Laws are uſeful weapons, but found out 
T'aſſure the Innocent, not to oppreſs. | 
Rol. Then you conclude him Innocent ? 
Gi/. The Power your Father gave him, muſt got prove a Crime. 
Aub. Nor ſhould you ſo receive it. 
Bald, To which purpoſe, 
All that Gare challenge any part in goodneſs, 
Will become Suppliants to you. 
Rol. They have none 
Ther dare move me in this : hence, I'defie you, 
Be of his Party, t:ing it to your Laws, 
And thou thy d->uile heart, thou Popuhar Fool, 
Your moral rules of Juſtice and her balance, 
I ſtand vn mine own guard. 
.Orzo, Which thy 1njuſtice 


| 
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Will make thy Enemies ; by the memory 
Of him, whoſe better parz 11ow ſuffers for thee, 
Whoſe reverend Aſhes with an impious hand 
Thou throw'ſt out to contempt, in thy repining 
At this ſo juſt Decree ;- thou art unworthy 
Of what his laſt Will, not thy Merits, gave thee, 
Thar art ſo ſwoln within, with all thoſe miſchiefs 
That e'er made up a Tyrant, that thy breaſt, 
The Priſon of thy purpoles, cannot hold them, 
But that they break forth, and in thy own words 
Diſcover, what a Monlter they mult ſerve 
That ſhall acknowledge thee. _______-— 
Rel. Thou ſhalt not live to be ſo happy. 
Aub. Nor your miſeries begin in murther. 
[He offers his Sword at Otto, the Faftion joyning, 
[Aubrey between ſevers the Brothers. 
Puty, Allegiance, and all reſpects of what you are, forſake me:. 
Do you ſtare on? is this a Theater ?_ 
Or ſhall theſe kill themſelves, like to mad Fencers, 
To make you ſport ? keep them aſunder, or 
By Heaven, Ill charge on all. _—- 
Grand. Keep the peace, 
I am for you, my Lord, and if you'll have me, 
Il a& the Conſtables part. 
Aub. Live 1 to ſee this ? —- 
Will you do that your Enemies dare not wiſh, 
And cheriſh in your ſelves thoſe Furies, which 
Hell would caſt out ?.Do, I am ready ; kill me, 
And theſe, that would fall willing Sacrifices 
To any Power that would reſtore your reaſon, 
And make you men again, which now you.are-not.. 
Rol. Theſe are your Bucklers boy: 
Orro. My hinderances ; 
And were 1 not confirm'd, my juſtice in 
The taking of thy life; could not weigh down 
The wrong, in ſhedding the leaſt drop of blood 
Of theſe whoſe goodneſs only now protects thee, 
Thou ſhould'ſt feel I in aft would only prove my ſelf 
What thou in words do'ſt labour to appear. 
Rl. Hear this, and talk again? VII break through all, 
But | willreach thy heart. 
Otto. "Tis better guarded. . 


Enter Sophia. 
Seph. Make way, orl will force it, who are thoſe? 


(8) 


My Sons ? my ſhames ; turn all your Swords on me, 
And make this wretched body but one wound, 
So this unnatural quarrel find a grave 
In the unhappy womb that brought you forth : 
Dare you remember that you had a Mother, 
Or look on theſe gray hairs, made ſo with tears, 
For both your goods, and not with age ; and yet 
Stand doubtful to obey her? from me you had 
Life, Nerves, and Faculties, to uſe theſe Weapons 3 
And dare you raiſe them againſt her, to whom 
You owe the means of being what you are ? 
Otto. All Peace is meant to you. 
Soph. Why is this War then ? 
As it your Arms could be advanc'd, and1I 
Not ſet upon the Rack ? yonr blood is'mine, 
Your danger's mine, your goodneſs I ſhould ſhare in ; 
I-muſt be branded with thoſe impious marks 
You ſtamp on your own foreheads and on mine, 
If you go on thus : for my gocd name therefore, 
Though all reſpects of Honour in your ſelves 
Be in your fury choaks, throw down your Swords ; 
Your Duty ſhould be ſwifter than my Tongue ; 
And joyn your hands while they be innocent ; 
You have heat of blood, and Youth apt to Ambition, 
To plead an eaſie pardon for what's paſt : 
But all the ills beyond this hour commirted,” 
From Gods or men mult hope for no excuſe. 
Gif. Can you hear this unmov'd ? 
No Syllable of this ſo pious charm, but ſhould have power 
To fruſtrate all the-juggling deceits, 
With which the Devil blinds you. 
Otto, I begin to melt, 1 know not hoy. 
Rol. Mother, I'll leave you ; 
And, Sir, be thankful for the time you live, 
Till we meet next (which ſhall be ſoon and ſaddain) 
To her perſwalion for you. 
Soph. O yet, ſtay, 
And rather than part thus, vouchſafe me hearing 
As Enemies ; how is my Sonl divided? 
My love £o both is-equal, as-my wiſhes ; 
But are return'd by neither ; my griev'd heart, 
Hold yet a little longer, and then break, 
I kneel to both, and will ſpeak ſo, but this 
Takes from me th'Authority of a Mothers power : 
And therefore, like my felf, Orzo, to thee, 
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(And yet obſerve, Son, how thy Mothers tears 
Outſtrip her forward words, to make way for'em) 
Thou art the younger, Orto, yet be now 
The firſt example of Obedience to me, * 

And grow the elder in my love. 

Otto. The means to be ſo happy ! 

Soph. This ; yield up thy Sword, 
And let thy Piety give thy Mother ſtrength 
To take that from thee, which no Enemies force 
Could e'er diſpoil thee of : why do'ſt thou tremble, 
And witha fearful eye fixt on thy Brother, 
Obfery'ſt his ready Sword, as bent againſt thee ? 
| am thy Armour, and will be pierc'd through, 
Ten thouſand times, before I will give way 
To any peril may arrive at thee ; 
And therefore fear not. 

Orto. 'Tis not for my ſelf, 
But for you, Mother; you are now ingag'd 
In more that lies in your unqueſtion'd vertue 
For, fince you have diſarm'd me of defence, 

Should 1 fall now, though by his hand, the World 
May fay it was your practice. 

Soph. All Worlds periſh, 

Before my Piety turn Treaſons Parent; 

Take it again, and ſtand upon your guard, 

And while your Brother is, continue arm'd ; 

And yet, this fear is needleſs, for 1 know, 

My Kollo, though he dares as much as man, 

So tender of his yet untainted valour, 

So Noble, that he dares do nothing baſely. 

You doubt him ; he fears you ; 1 doubt and fear 

Both; for others ſafety, and not mine own. 


, Know yet, my Sons, when of neceſſity 


You muſt deceive, or be deceiv'd ; "tis better 

To ſuffer Treaſon, than to a(t the Traytor ; 

And in a War like this, in which the Glory 

Is his that's overcome ; conſider then 

What 'tis for which you ſtrive : is it the Dukedom ? 
Or the command of theſe ſo ready SnbjeCts ? 

Deſire of Wealth? or whatſoever elſe 

Fires your Ambition ? This ſtill deſp'rate madneſs, 
To kill the People which you would be Lords of ; 
With Fire, and Sword to lay that Country waſte, 
Whoſe rule. you ſeek for ; to conſume the Treaſures, 
Which are the Sinews of your M16 


(10) 
In cherifhing the Fattions that deſtroy it : 
Far, far be this from you : Make jt not queſtion'd 
Whether you have intereſt in that Dukedom, 
Whoſe ruine both contend for. 


Otto. I deſire but to enjoy my own, which I will keep. 


Rol. And rather than Poſterity ſhall have cauſe 
To ſay I ruin'd all, divide the Dukedom, 
I will accept the Moilety. 

Otto, I embrace it; __—- 

Soph. Divide me firſt, or tear me Limb by Limb, 
| And let them find as many ſeveral Graves, 
As there are Villages in Normandy : 
And *tis leſs ſin, than thus to weaken it. 
To hear it mention'd, doth already make me 
Envy my dead Lord, and almoſt Blaſpheme 
Thoſe Powers that heard my prayer for fruitfulneſs, 
And did not with my firſt Birth cloſe my Womb : 
To me alone my ſecond bleſling proves 
My firſt of miſery, for if that Heaven 
Which gave me &:/o, there had ſtaid his bounty, 
And Orro, my dear Otto, ne'er had been, 
Or being, had not been ſo worth my love, 
The ſtream of my affe&tion had run conſtant 
In one fair current, all my hopes had been 
Laid up in one ; and fruitful Normandy 
In this Diviſion had not loſt her Glories : 
For as 'tis now, 'tis a fair Diamond, 
Which being preſerv'd intire, exceeds all value, 
But cut in pieces (though theſe pieces are 
Set in fine Gold by the beſt Work-man's cunning) 
Parts with all Eſtimation : So this Dukedom, 


As 'tis yet whole, the neighbouring Kings may covet,, 


But cannot compaſs ; which divided, will 
Become the Spoil of every barbarous Foe 
That will invade it. 
Giſ. How this works in both! 
Bald, Prince Kollo's eyes have loſt their fire. 
Gif. And anger, that but now wholly polleſſed 
Good Orro, hath given place to pity. 


Aub. End not thus Madam, but perfe& what's fo well begun. 


Soph. 1 ſee in both, fair ſigns of reconcilement, 
Make them ſure proofs they are ſo: the Fates offer 
To your free choice, either to live Examples 
Of Piety, or Wickednelſs : if the latter, 

Blinds ſo your Underſtanding, that you cannot. 
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Pierce through her painted out-ſide, and diſcover 

That ſhe is all deformity withig, 

Boldly tranſcend all Preſidents of miſchief, 

And let the laſt, and-the worſt end'of Tyrannies, 

The Murther of a Mother, bat begin 

The ſtain of blood you-after are to heighten : 

But if that vertue, and her ſure rewards, 

Can win you to accept her for your guide, 

To lead you up to Heaven, and there fix you 

The faireſt Stars in the bright Sphere of Honour ; 

Make me the Parent of an hundred Sons, 

All-brought into the World with Joy, not Sorrow, 

And every one a Father to his Country, 

In being now made Mother of your Concord. 
Rol. $uch, and ſo good, loud Fame for ever ſpeak you! 
Bald. 1, now they meet like Brothers. 


[The Brothers caſt away their Swords and embrace. 


Gif. My hearts joy flows through my eyes. 
Aub. May never Womans tongue 
Hereafter be accug&d, for this ones Goodneſs. 
Otto, If we contend, from this hour, it ſhall be 
How to o'ercome.in brotherly affeCtion. 
Rol. Otto is Rollo now, and Rollo, Orto, 
Or as they have one Mind, rather one Name: 
From this atonement let our Lves begin, 
Be all the reſt forgotten. 
Anb. Spoke like Rollo. | 
Soph. And to the honour of this ceconcilement, 
We all this Night will at a publick Feaſt, 
With choice Wines drown our late fears, and with Muſick 
Welcome our Comforts. 
Bald. Sure and certain ones. LExenn, 


[Manent Grandpree, Verdon, Trevile and Duprete, 


Grand. Did ever ſuch a hopeful buſineſs end thus ? 
Verd. 'Tis fatal to us all, and yet you Grandpree, 
Have the leaſt cauſe to fear. 
Grand. Why, what's my hope ? 
Verd. The certainty that you have tobe hang'd ; 
You know the Chancellor's promiſe. 
Grand. Plagne upon you. 
Verd. What think you of a Bath, and a Lord's Daugliter 
To entertain you ? 


Grand, Thoſe deſires are off, 


C2 : Frail 


(12) 
Frail thoughts, all Friends, no Rollians now, nor Otto's : 
The ſev'ral court'ſies of dur Swords and Servants 
Defer to after conſequence ;. let's make uſe 

Of this Nights freedom, a ſhort Parliament to us, 

In which it will be lawful to walk freely. 

Nay, to our drink we ſhall have meat too, that's 

No uſual buſineſs to the men o'th' Sword. 

Drink deep with me to Night, we ſhall to Morrow, 

Or whip, or hang the merrier. 


Trev. Lead the way then. LExeunt.. 


Aftus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


—_— 


Enter Latorch , and Rollo. 


Lat. V Hy ſhould this trouble you ? 
Rol It Coes, ang mult do till I find caſe. 
Lat. Conſider then, and. quickly ;. 
And like a wiſe man, take the current with you, 
Which once turn'd head, will ſink you ; bleſt occaſion 
Offers her ſelf ina thouſand ſafeties tv you ; 
Time ſtanding ſtill to point you ont your purpoſe, 
And reſolution (the true Child of -Vertue) 
Ready to execute : what dull cold weakneſs 
Has crept into your boſom, whoſe meer thonghts 
Like Tempeſts, plowing up the ſailing Foreſts, 
Even with their ſwing were wont to ſhake down hazards. 
What is't, your Mothers tears ? 
Rol. Pray thee be patient. 
Lat. Her hands held up? her prayers, or her curſes ? 
Oh power of paper dropt through by a Woman ! 
Take heed the Souldiers ſee it not; *tis miſerable, 
In Rello below miſerable ; take heed your Friends, 
The Sinews of your Canſe, the ſtrength you ſtir by, 
Take heed, I ſay, they find it not : take heed 
Your own.repentance (like a Paſſing-bell) 
Too late, and too loud, tell the World y'are periſht : 
What Noble Spirit, eager of advancement, 


Whoſe Imployment is his Plough ; what Sword whoſe ſharpneſs 
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' Friendſhip, take heed Sir, is a {miling Harlot,- 


(33). TIM 
Waits but the arm to wield it 3 or what hope, -* *-:  \ 
After the World has blown abroad this weakneſs, ! 7-1 /- 
Will move again, or make a wiſh for Rollo? | n 
Rol. Are we not Friends again, by each Oath ratified, 
Our tongues the Heralds to our- hearts ? 
Lat. Poor hearts then. 
Rol. Our worthier Friends. 
Lat. No Friends, : Sir, to your Honour ; 
Friends to your fall : where is your underſtanding, 
The Noble Veſlel that your full Soul fail'd in, 
Rib'd round with Honours, where is that ? *tis ruin'd, 
The tempeſt of. a Womans ſighs has ſunk it. * 


That when ſhe kiſſes, kills, a ſod'red Friendſhip b 
Piec'd out with Promiſes; O painted ruine ! 
Rol. Latorch, he is my Brother. - 
Lat. The more doubred ; 
For hatred hatcht at home is.a tame Tiger, 
May fawn and ſport, but never teaves his Nature; * 
The jars of Brothers, two ſuch mighty'ones, 
Is like a ſmall Stone thrown intoaRiver, 
The Breach ſcarce heard, but view the beaten Current; :- 
And you ſhall ſee a thouſand angry Rings 
Riſe in his Face, ſtill ſwelling and ſtillgrowing "+ 
So jars circling diſtruſts, diſtruſts breed- dangers, /- ' 
And dangers death, the greateſt extreme-ſhadow, 
Till nothing bound 'em, but the Shoar their Graves ; 
There is no manly Wiſdom, nor no ſafety 
In leaning to this League, this piec'd, patcht-Friendſhip ; 
This rear'd up reconcilement- on a Billow, \ 
Which as it tumbles, totters down your Fortune 
IS'r not your own you reach az? Law and Nature- 
Utſhering the way before you ; is not he 
Born and bequeath'd your Subje& ? 
Rol. Ha ! | 
Lat. What :Fool would give a Storm leave to diſturb his peace, 
When he may ſhut the Caſement ? can that Man 
Has won ſo much upon your pity, 
And drawn ſo high, that like an ominous Comet; 
He darkens all your Light ; can this toucht Lion, 
(Though now he licks and locks up his fell paws, 
Craftily huming, like a Cat to cozen you) 
But when Ambitian whets him, and time fits him, 
Leap-to his. Prey, and ſeiz'd once, ſuck your heart out? 
Do you make it Conſcience ? 
Rl. 


(14) 
Rol. Conſcience, Latorohy.mbats that? IQ! ! | 
Lat. A fear they tieup Fools in, Natures:coward, . 

Palling the Blood, and clulling the full Spirit 

With apprehenfion of meer Clonds and Shadows. 

Rol. 1 know no Conſcience, nor I-fear no: Shadows. 
Lat. Or if you did, if there were Conſcience; 

If the free Soul could ſuffer ſuch a curb - 

To the fiery Mind, ſuch paddles to put-it out ; 

Muſt it needs like a rank Vine, run up rudely, 

And twine about the top of all our Happineſs, 

Honour and Ryle, -and'there ſit ſhaking of us? 

Rel. It ſhall nor, nor-it-muſt not ; I am fatisfied, 

And once more am my ſelf again: 

My Mothers tears and womanthh cold prayers, 

Farewel, I have forgot' you ; if there be Conſcience, 

Jet it not come betwixt a Crown and me, 

Which is my hope of Bliſs, and I believe it : 

Otto, our friend{hip thus I blow-to air, 

A bubble for a Boy to play withal ; 

And all the Vows my weakneſs made, like this, 

Like this poor heartleſs Ruſh, I rend in pieces. 

Lat. Now-you go right, Sir, now your eyes are open. 
Rol. My Father's laſt Petitiag's dead as he is, 

And all the Promiſes I clos'd his eyes with; 

In the ſame Grave I bury. 1 
Lat. Now y'are a man, Sir. 

- Rol. Otto, thou ſhewſt my Winding-ſheet before me, 

Which ere | put it on, like Heavens bleſt fire 

In my deſcent VI} make it bluſh in blood ; 

A Crown, A Crown, Oh facred Rule, now fire me, 

Nor ſhall the pity of. thy Youth, falie Brother, 

Although a thouland Virgins kneel before me, 

And every dropping eye a Court of Mercy, 

The ſame blood with me, nor the reverence 

Due to my Mothers bleſt Womb that bred us, 

Redeem thee from my donbts : thou art a Wolf here, 

Fed with my Fears, and I muſt cut thee from me : 

A Crown, A Crown ; Oh ſacred Rule, now fire me : 

No ſafety elſe. 

Lat. But be not too much ſtir'd, Sir, nor too high 

In your Execution ; ſwallowing Waters 

Run deep and ſilent, till:they are ſatisfied, 

And ſmile in thouſand Curles,;to gild their craft ; 

Let your Sword ſleep, and let my two edg'd wit work, 

This happy Feaſt, the full joy of your Friendſhips 
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Shall be his laſt. 
Fol. How, my Latorch? 
Lat. Why thus, Sr ; 
I" preſently go dive into the Officers 
That miniſter at Table : Gold and Goodneſs, 
With Promiſc upon Promile, and time necellary, 
I'll pour into them. 
Kol. Canſt thou do it neatly ? 
Lat. Let me alone, and ſuch a bait it ſhall be, 
Shall take off all ſuſpicion, 
Rol. Go, and proſper. 
Lat. Walk in then,and your ſmootheſt Face put on,Sir. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II 


Enter the Maſter Cook , Butler , Pantler , Teoman of the 
Cellar, with a Jack of Beer and a Diſþ. 


Cook, A hot day, a hot day, vengeance hot day boys, 
Give me ſome Drink, this fire's a plaguy fretter : 
Body of me, I'm dry ſtill; give me the Jack boy ; 
This wooden Skiff holds nothing, 

Pant. And faith Maſter, what brave new Meats ; for here 
Will be old eating. 

Cook, Old and . young, boy, let 'em all eat, I have it; 
I have Ballaſt for their Bellies, if they eat a God's name, 
Let them have ten tire of teeth a piece, I care not 

But. But what new rare munition ? 

Cook, Piſh, a thouſand ; 
Pl1 make your Pigs ſpeak French at Table, and a fat Swan 
Come ſailing out of England with a Challenge ;- 
Pll make you a diſh of Calves-feet dance the Cagaries, 
And a Conſort of cramm'd Capons fiddleto'em.z 
A Calves-head ſpeak an Oracle, and a dozen of Larks 
Riſe from the diſh, and-ſing all Supper time z 
'Tis nothing boys , 1 have framed a Fortification 
Our of Rye paſte, which is impregnable, | 
And againſt that, for twa long, hours together, 
Two dozen of Marrow-bones ſhall play continually : 
For Fiſh, I'll make you a ſtanding Lake of white-broth, 
And Pikes come ploughing up the Plums before them ; 
Arion, like a Dolphin, playing ——_— 
And brave King Herring with his Oyl and Onion, 
Crown'd with a Limop-pill, his way prepaird 


(16) 
With his ſtrong Guard of Pilchers. 
Pant. I marry Maſter. | 6 | 
Cook. All theſe are nothing : 1'Il make you a ſtubble Gooſe, 
Turn o'th' toe thrice, do a croſs point.preſently, 
And ſit down again,” and'cry come eat me: -- 
Theſe are for mirth. Now, 'Sir, for matter of Mourning, 
P11 bring you in the Lady Loyn of. Veal, 
With the long love ſhe bore the Prince of Orange. 
All. Thou boy, thou. © - 
Cook. 1 have a trick for thee too, 
And a rare trick, and | have done.it for thee. 
Teom. What's that good Maſter ? 
Cook. *'T'ts a Sacrifice. | 
A full Vine bending, like an Arch, and under 
The blown god Bacchw, fitting on a Hogſkead, 
His Altar Beer.: before that, a plump Vintrer 
Kneeling, and offering lncenſe to his Deity, 
Which ſhall be only this, red Sprats and Pilchers. 
But. This when the [Lable's drawn, to draw the Wine on. 


Cook. Thou haſt. it xight, and then-comes thy Song, Butter. 


Pant, This will be admirable. 

Yeom. Oh Sir, moſt admirable. 

Cook, 1t .you'll have the Paſty fpeak, 'tis in my power, 
I have hre enough to work it ; come, ſtand cloſe, 
And now-rehearſe the Song, we may be perfect, 
The drinking Song, and ſay 1.were the Brothers. 


"The Drinking SONG. 


Rink.to day and drown all ſorrow, 
| : Tou ſhall -perhaps not do it to morrow. 
Beft while you have it uſe your breath, 
There js no drinking after death. 


Wine works the heart up, wakes the wit, 
There is no cure gainſt Age but it. 
It helps the Head-ach, Cough and Phthiſick, 


And is for all Diſeaſes Phyfick. 


Then let us ſwill boys for our health, 

Who drinks well, loves the Common-wealth. 
And he that will to bed go ſober, 

Falls with the Leaf fill i1n.QRober. 
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Well have you born your ſelves; a red Deer Pye, Boys, 
And that no lean one, I bequeath your Virtues; 
What Friends haſt thou to day ? no Citizens ? 

Pant. Yes Father, the old Crew. 

Cook. By the maſs true Wenches : 
Sirrah, ſer by a Chine of Beef, and a hot Paſty, 
And let the fol of Sturgeon be correCted - 
And do you mark, Sir, ſtalk me to a Pheaſant, 
And ſee if you can ſhoot her'in the Cellar. 

Pant. God a mercy Lad, ſend me thy roaring bottley 
And with ſuch NeCtar I will ſee 'em fd, 
That all thou ſpeak'ſt ſhall be pure Helicor. 


Enter Latorch. 


Monſieur Latorch ? what News with him ? Save you. 
Lat. Save you Maſter, ſave you Gentlemen, 
You are caſting for this Preparation ; 
This joyful Supper for the Royal Brothers : 
I'm glad | have met you fitly, for to your charge 
My bountiful brave Butler, | muſt deliver +: ' 
A Bevie of young Laſles, that muſt look on 
This Nights Solemnity, and ſee the two Dukes, 
Or 1 ſhall loſe my credit; you have Stowage ? 
But, For ſuch freight I'll find room, and be your ſeryant. 
Cook, Bring them,they ſhall not ſtarve here, ll ſend 'em vials 
Shall work you a good turn, though it be ten days hence, Sir. 
Lat. God a mercy Noble Maſter. \ 
Cook, Nay, I'll do't. 
Teom. And Wine they ſhall not want, let *em drink like Ducks, 
Lat. What miſery it is that minds ſo Royal, 
And ſuch moſt honeſt Bounties, as yours are, 
Should be confin'd thus to uncertainties ? | 
But, 1, were the State once ſetled, then we had places. 
Yeom. Then we could ſhew our ſelves, and help our Friends, Sir. 
Cook. 1, then there were ſome ſavour in't, where now 
We live between two Stools, every hour ready 
To tumble on our Noſes; and for ought we know yet, 
For all this Supper, ready to faſt the next day. 
Lat. I would fain ſpeak unto you out of pity, 
Out of the love [ bear you, out of honeſty, 
For your own goods ; nay, for the general bleſſing. 
Cook. And we would as fain hear you, pray go forward. 
Lat. Dare you but think to make your ſelves up certainties, 
Your places and your credits ten times doubled, 
The Princes Favour, Rollo's ? _ 
But, 
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(C38) 
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Cook. By the mals, a.Royal Gentleman indeed Boys, 

He'd make the Chimneys ſmoak. | 
Lat. He would do't Friends, = | 

And you too, if he had his right, true Courtiers . : | | 1 

What could you want then? dare you? , » +," 1 | 
Cook. Pray you be.fhort;; Sir.. | 
Lat. And this my Soul upon't, I dare aſſure you, 

If you bag cocs your Parts. 

Cook. Dare not me Monſieur, 

For I, that-fear nor Fire nor Water, Sir, 

Dare do enough, a man would think. | 
Teom. Believe't, Sir 3 7 © ! 

But make this gogd npon us yu have promis d, 

You ſhall not find us fiachers, 

Lat. Then I'll be ſuddain. 
Pant, What may this mean? and whither would he drive us ? 
Lat. And firſt, tor what you muſt do, berauſe all danger 
Shall be apparently ty'd up'and muzI'd, 
The matter ſeeming mighty : there's your Pardons. 
Pant. Pardon's ? is't:.come to that ? gods defend us. 
Lat. And here's five hundred Crowns in bounteous earneſt, 

And now behold the matter. [Latorch gives cach a Paper. 

. #«, Whatare theſe, vir ? 4-16 
Teom. And 'of what nature ? to what uſe ? 

Lat. Imagine. 
Cook, Will they kill Rats ? they eat my Pyes abominably, 

Or work opon a Woman cold as Chriſtmas ? 

I have an old Jade ſticks upon my fingers, 

May I taſte them ? 

Lat. Is your Will made ? 

And þave you faid your prayers? for they'l} pay you : 

And now to come up to you, for your knowledge, 

And for the good you never (ball repent you, 

If you be wiſe men now. | 
C.ok, Wile as you will, Sir, | 
Lat. Theſe muſt be put then into the ſeveral Meats 

Young Orro loves, by you into his Wine, Sir, 

Into his Bread by you, by you into his Linen. ' 

Now if you deſire, you have found the means | 

To make you, and if you-dare not, you have 

Found your ruine4 reſolve me e'er you go. | 

But. You'll keep your Faith with us. d 

Lat. May 1 no more ſee Light elſe. | 
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Cook. Why 'tis done then ? nts mot n37n GO. forts 
But. "T,+6Ane. '; of. DM woildt-rn' " 2:20dT 
Pant. 'Tis done, which ſhall be undoge.._ 

Lat. About it then, farewel, y'are all of one ming. . 


Cook, All ? 1 
All,” All, AlL 45" * "7 1 10 310th | p a6 dg 
£4. Why then, all h _— £28 i1* $i LExs. 


But. What did we promiſe him? 

Yeom. Do you ask that now ? 

But. | would be glad to knovy what 'ts. 

. Pant, I] tell you, -. 

It is to be all Villains, Knaves, and Traytors. 

Cook, Fine wholeſome Titles. 

Pant, But if you dare, go forward. | -. >TF 

Cook, We may be hang'd, drawn, and quarter d. 

Fant. Very true, Sir. 

Cook, W hat a goodly ſwing 1 ſhall give the Gallows ? yet I 
think too, this may be done ,. and yet we may be rewarded , not 
with a Rope, but with' a Royal | Maſter : and yet we may" be 
hang'd too. 

Teom. Say it were done z who is it done for? is it not for Rollo? 
And for his Right ? 

Cook, And yet we may be hang'd too. 

Bur. Or ſay he'take it, ſay we be diſcover'd: 

Is not the ſame man bound tilt to Joon us? 
Are we not his ? 

But. Sure, he will never fait us. 

Cook, If he do, Friends, we ſhall find that will hold us. 
And yet me thinks, this Prologue to our ſe, 
Theſe Crowns ſhould: promiſe-more-:: Th y done, 4 
As eafie as a man would roatt an Eee, ' 
If that be all ; for look. you;: Genclemed, 
Here ſtand my Broths, 'my finger ſlipza little, 
Down drops a Doſe, 1 ftir him with my Ladle, 
And there's a Diſh for a Duke': Olls Poarida. 
Here ſtands a bak'd. meat, he: wantsa — 
A fooliſh miſtake ; ovypSpice-box;/ :Gentlemeny ' 144 
And put in ſomerof. this, the marter'svended 50” + | 
Dredge you a-diſtr of Ployers,/ there's tive: Art ont; | 

Yeom. Or as [| fill my, Wine. 

Cook, *Tis very true, :Sir.' -- / ; 
Bleſſing it with your hand, thus quic& and non Alt is paſt 
And done once, 'tis as eaſfie? /: 1.001 20 | Nv 
For him to thankwsifpr it, 2nd' reward ag2l 27 Ne att 1400 

Pant. But'tis a damu'd: figgp27122 © Ny ANG 144 93344 26A 
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Cook, O, never fear that. | 
"8 The fire's my play-fellow, and now I am refolv'd, Boys, 
* But. Why then, have'with you. 
" Yeom. The ſame for me. 
[') Pant. For me too. 
Cook. And now no more our Worſhips, but our Lordſhips. 
Pant, Not this year,on my knowledpge,lIlunlord you; "i 


SCENE IIL 


Enter Servant , and Sewer. 


Serv. Perfume the Room round, and prepare the Table, 
Gentlemen Officers, wait in your places. 

Sew, Make room there, 
Room for the Duke's Meat. Gentlemen, be bare there, 
Clear /all:the Entrance: Guard, put by thoſe Gapers, 
And'Gentlemen-uſher:, ſee the Gallery clear, 
The Dukes are coming 9N. 


Hoboys , a Banquet. 


Enter Sophia, between Rollo and Otto, Aubrey, Latorch, Giſtert, 
Baldwin, Attendants, Hamond, Matilda, Edith. 


Serv. "Tis certainly inform'd. 
Otro. Reward the Fellow, and:look you mainly to it. 
Serv. My life for yours, Sir. 
Soph. Now am.| ſtraight, my Lords, and young again, 
My long ſince blaſted. hopes ſhoot out in Bloſſoms, 
The fruits of everlaſting love appearing 3 
Oh! my bleſt Boys, the honour of my years, 
Of all my cares, the bounteons fair Rewarders. 
Oh! let me thus embrace you, thus for ever 
Withina Mothers love lock up your Friendſhips : 
And my ſweet Sons, once more-with mutual twinings, 
As one chaſte bed begor: yan, make one Body 
Bleſſings from Heaven in thonſand thowers Fallon you. | ' 
Aub. Oh | Womans gabdneſs fever to be equall'd, 
May the moſt ſinful Creatures of thy Sex, 
But kneeling at thy Monument, riſe Saints. 
Soph: Sit down my worthy $ons.3. my Lords, your Places. 
I, now me thinks the Table's nobly furniſhe ; 
Now the Meat nonriſhes ; the Wine gives ſpirit; 
And all the Room ſtuck with a general pleaſure, : 
SNeWS 
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Shews like the peaceful Boughs of happineſs. 

Aub. Long may it laſt, and from a fill d with 
Full as my Cup ; I give it round, my Lords. 


it, 


Bald. And may that ſtubborn heart be drunk with ſorrow 


Refuſes it z men dying now fhould take it, 
And by the virtue of this Ceremony 
Shake off their Miſeries, and ſleep in peace. 
Rol. You are ſad, my Noble Brother. 
Orro. No, indeed, Sir. - 
Soph. No fadneſs, my Son, this day. 
Kol. Pray you eat, 


Something 1 here you have lov'd ; taſte of this Diſh, 


It will prepare your Stomach. 


Otro. Thank you Brother : I am not now diſpos'd to eat. 


Rol. Or that, 


You put us out of heart man, come, theſe bak't Meats 


Were ever your beſt Dyer. 
Otto. None, I thank you. 
Soph. Are you well, Noble Child ? 
Otto. Yes, Gracious Mother. 


Rol. Give him a Cup of Wine, then, pledge the Health, 


Drink it'to me, Fll-give it to my Mother. 

Soph. Do, my belt Child. 

Otto. I muſt not, my beſt Mother, 
Indeed | dare not: for of late, my Body 
Has been much weakned by exceſs of Dyet , 
The promiſe of a Fever-hanging on me, 
And even now ready, if not by abſtinence 

Rol. And will you keep it in this general-Freedom 
A little health preferr'd before our Friendſhip ? 

Orro, I pray you excuſe me, Sir. 

Rol. Excuſe your ſelf, Sir, 

Come, 'tis your fear, and not your favour, Brother, 
And you have done me a moſt worthy kindneſs, 

My —_ Mother, and you Noble Lords; 

Here, for it now concerns me to ſpeak boldly; 

W hat Faith can be expeCted from his Vows, 

From his diſſembling Smiles, what fruit of Friendſhip 
From all his dull Embraces, what bleſt iſſue, 

When he ſhall brand me here for baſe ſuſpicion ? 

He takes me for a Poyſoner. 

Soph. Gods defend it, Son, 

Rol. For a foul Knave, a Villain, and ſo-fears me: 

Otto. 1 could ſay ſomething too. 

Soph. You muſt not ſo; Sir, 


Without 
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Without your great forgetfulneis of vertue ; , » 
This is your. Broher, and your hogour'd Brother. 
Rol. If he pleaſe ſo... Foy 
Soph, One Noble Father, withas noble thoughts, 
Begot your Minds and Bodies, one care rockt you, 
And one truth to you both was ever ſacred ; 
Now fie, my Orto, whither flies your goodneſs ? 
Becauſe the right hand has the power of cutting, 
Shall the left preſently cry out 'tis maimed ? fl 
They are one, my Child, one power, and one performance, 
And joyn'd together thus, one love, one body. 
Aub. 1 do befeech your Grace, take to your thoughts 
More certain Counſellors, than doubts and fears, 
They ſtrangle Nature, and diſperſe themſelves 
(If once believ'd) into ſuch Fogs and Errors, 
That the bright Truth her ſelf can never ſever : 
Your Brother is a Royal Gentleman, 
Full of himſelf, Honour, and Honelty, 
And take heed, Sir, how Nature bent to Goodneſs, 
(So ſtreight a Cedar to himſelf ) uprightneſs 
Be wreſted from his'true uſe, prove not dangerous. 
Rol. Nay, my good Brother knows, I am too patient. 
Lat. Why ſhould your Grace think him a Poyloner ? 
Has he no more reſpect to Piety ? 
And but he has by Oath ty'd up his Fury, 
Who durſt but think that thought ? 
Aub. Away thou Firebrand. 
Lat. If men of his ſort, of his power, and place, 
The Eldeſt Son in honour to this Dukedom. 
Bald, For ſhame contain thy tongue, thy poyſonous tongue, 
That with her burning venom will infect all, 
And once more blow a wild-fire through the Dukedom. 
Gif. Latorch, if thou be'ſt honeſt, or a man, 
Contain thy ſelf. 
Aub. Go to, no more, by Heaven | 
Yow'll find y*have plaid the fool elſe, not a word more. 
Soph. Prethee, 1ſweet Son. 
Ro!. Let him alone, ſweet Mother, and my Lords, 
To make you underſtand how much 1 honour 
Tis Sacred Peace, and next my Innocence, 1 
And to avoid all future difference, 
Diſ.ourie may draw on to a way of danger, 
I quit my place, and take niy leave tor this Niglt, 
Wiſhing 2 general joy may dwell among you. 
Any. Shall we wait on your Grace ? 
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K09l. 1 dare not break you. __Latorch. CEx. RoL and Lats 
Orro. Oh Mother, that your teaderneſs had eyes, 

Diſcerning eyes, what would this man appear then ? - 
The tale of Syn0», when he took upon him 

To ruine Troy; with what a cloud of cunning 
He hid his heart, nothing appearivg outwards, 
But came like Innocence, . and dropping Pity, 
Sighs that would fink a Navy, and had tales 
Able to take the ears of Saints, belief too, 
And what did all theſe? blew the fire to 1l;um. 
His crafty Art (but more refin'd by ſtudy) 

My Brother has put on: Oh, I could tell you, 
But for the reverence | bear to Nature, 

Things that would make- your honeſt blood run backward. 

Soph. You dare tel] me ? 
Otto. Yes, in your private Cloſet, 
Where 1 will preſently attend you ; riſe 
I am alittle troubled, but *twill off. : 
Soph. Is this the Joy I look'd for ? 
Orts, All will mend, 
Be not diſturb'd, dear Mother, I'll not fail you. [Ex.Soph.and Ot, 
Bald. 1 do not like tis. 
Aub. That 1s ſtill in our powers, 

But how to make it ſo that we may like it. 

Bald. Beyond us ever ;. Latorch me thought was buſie, 

That Fellow,if not lookt to narrowly, will do a ſuddain miſchief. 

Aub. Hell look to him, | 

For if there may be a Devil above all, yet 

That Rogue will make him ; keep you up this Night, 

And fo will I, for much 1 fear a danger, | 

Bald. | will, and in my Watches uſe my Prayers. [Exemnt. 


Actus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


Enter Sophia, Otto, Matilda, Edich. 


Orro. NF On wonder, Madam, that for all the ſhews 
My Brother Rollo makes of hearty love, 

And free poſſefiion of the Dukedorm *twixt us 

I czotwithſtanding ihvuald ſtand Rill ſaſpicious, 
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As if beneath thoſe Veils, he did convey 
Intents and Practices of Hate, and Treaſon ? 
Soph. It breeds indeed my wonder. 
Otto. Which makes mine, 
Since it is ſo ſafe and broad a beaten way, 
Beneath the name of Friendſhip to betray. 
Soph. Though in remote and further off affeftions, 
Thele falſhoods are ſo common, yet in him 
They cannot ſo force Nature. 
Or:o. The more near 
The bands of truth bind, the more oft they ſever, 
Being better cloaks to cover falſhood over. 
Soph. 1t cannot be, that fruits the Tree ſo blaſting 
Can grow in Nature; take heed, gentle Son, 
Leſt ſome ſuborn'd Suggeſter of theſe Treaſons, 
Believ'd in han by you, provok'd the rather 
His tender Envies, to ſuch foul Attempts ; 
Or that your too much'loye to rule alone, 
Breed not in him this jealovs Paſſion ; 
There is not any ill we might got bear, 
Were not our good held at a price too dear. 
Otto. 80 apt is Treachery to be excuſed, 
That Innocence is ſtill aloud abuſed, 
The fate of Vertue even her Friends perverts, 
To plead for Vice oft-times againſt their hearts, 
Heavens bleſſing is her curſe, which ſhe muſt bear, 
T hat ſhe may never love. 
Soph. Alas, my Son, nor Fate, nor Heaven it ſelf, 
Can or would wreſt my whole care of your good 
To any leaſt ſecureneſs in your ill : 
What I urge iſſues from my curious fear ; 
Leſt you ſhould make your means to ſcape your ſnare. 
Doubt of ſincereneſs is the only mean, 
Not to incenſe it, but corrupt it clean. 
Orto. I reſt as far from wrong of ſincereneſs, 
As he flies from the praCtice, trult me, Madam, 
I know by their Confeſlions, he ſuborn'd, 
What I ſhould eat, drink, touch, or only have ſcented, 
This Evening Feaſt was poyſoned, but | fear 
This open violence more, that treacherous odds, 
Which he in his inſatiate thirſt of rale 
Islike to execute. 
Soph. Believe it Son, 
If ſtill his Stomach be'ſo foul to feed 
On ſuch groſs Objects, and that thirſt to rule 
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The State alone be yet unquench'd in him, 
Poyſons and ſuch cloſe Treaſons ask more time, 
Than can ſuffice his fiery Spirits haſt : - 
And were there in him ſuch deſire to hide 
So falſe a praftice, there would likewiſe reſt 
Conſcience and fear in him of open force, 
And therefore cloſe nor open you need fear. 
S#&, Good Madam, ſtand not ſo inclin'd to truſt 
What proves his tendreſt thoughts to doubt it juſt ; 
Who knows not the marr Flood and Sea, 
In which my Brother Ko{o's appetites 
Alter and rage with every puft and breath ? 
His ſwelling blood exhales, and therefore h-ar, 
What gives my temperate Brother cauſe to uſe 
His readieſt circumſpection, and conſult 
For remedy againſt all his wicked purpoſes ; 
If he arm, arm ; if he ſtrew Mines of Treaſon, 
Meet him with Countermines, it is juſtice {till 
(For goodneſs ſake) t'enconnter ill with ill. 
Soph. Avert from us ſuch Jullice, equal Heaven, 
And all ſuch cauſe of Juſtice/ 
Otto, Paſt all doubt 
(For all the ſacred privilege of Night) 
This is no time for us to lleep or reſt in 
Who knows not all things holy are prevented 
With ends of all impiety, all but 
Luſt, Gain, Ambition. 


Enter Rollo, armed, and Latorch. 


Rol. Periſh all the World 

E'er I but loſe one foot of poſſible Empire, 

Be lights and colour us'd by Slaves and Wretches, 

I am exempt by Birth from both theſe Curbs, 

And ſince above them in all Juſtice, ſince 

I ſit above in Power, where Power is given, 

Is all the right ſuppos'd of Earth and Heaven. 
Lat. Prove both Sir, ſee the Traytor! 


Otto. He comes arm'd, ſee Mother, now your confidence. 


Soph. W hat rage affeas this Monſter ? 
Rol. Give me way or periſh! 

Soph, Make thy way Viper, if thou thus affect it. 
Otto, This is a Treaſon like thee! 
Rol. Let her go! 


Soph. Embrace me, wear me as thy Shield, my Son z 


And through my brealt let his my” run, 
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To thy lives innocence. 
Otto, Play not two Parts, 
Treacher and Coward both z but yield a Sword, 
And let thy arming thee be odds enough 
Againſt my naked boſom. 
Rol. Looſe his hold! 
Mat. Forbear baſe Murtherer. 
Rol. Forſake our Mother: 
Soph. Mother, doſtthou name me, and pur'ſt off Nature thus ? 
Rol. Forſake her Traytour, 
Or by the Spouſe of Nature through hers 
This leads unto thy heart. 
Otto. Hold: 
Soph. Hold me ſtill! 
Otto. For twenty hearts and lives I will not hazard 
One drop of blood in yours. 
Soph. Oh! thou art loſt then! 
Ortro. ProteCt my Innocence, Heaven! 
Soph, Call out murther, 
Mat. Be murthered ay, but ſave himl 
Ed. Murther, murther: 
Rol. Cannot I reach you yet ? 
Otto. No Fiend! ; 
Rol. Latorch, reſcue, J*m down. 
Lat. Up then, your Sword cools Sir, 
Ply it 1'th' flarne, and work your ends out. 
Rol. Ha, have at you there, Sir! 


Enter Aubrey. 


Aub. Author of Prodigies, what Sights are theſe ? 
Orro, Oh! give mea Weapon, Aubrey 
Soph. Oh ! part 'em, part 'em! 
Aub, For Heavens ſake no more/ 
Ottro. No more reſiſt his Fury, no rage can 
Add to his miſchief done , Dyes. 
Soph, Take Spirit my Otto, 
Heaven will not ſee thee dye thus. 
Mat. He is dead, and nothing lives but death of every goodneſs, 
Soph. Oh ! he hath lain his Brother, curſe him Heaven! 
Kol. Curſe and be curſed, it is the fruit of curſing, 
Latoroh, take off here, bring to, of that blood 
To colour o'er my Shirt, then raiſe the Court, 
And give it out how he attempted us 
In our bed naked: ſhall the name of Brother 
Forbid us to inlarge our State and Powers ? 
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Or place affets of blood above our reaſon ? 
That tells us all things good againſt another, 
Are good in the ſame Line agaiaſt a Brother. .— 


Enter Gisbert, Baldwin. 


Gif. What Afﬀairs inform theſe Out-cries ? 
Aub. See and. grieve. 
G1iſ. Prince Orto flain ! 
Bald Ohexecrable Slaughter ! 
What hand hath author'd it ? 
Aub. Your Scholar's, Baldwin. 
Bald. Unjuſtly urg'd, Lord Aubrey, as if I, 


For being his Schoolmaſter, muſt own this Doctrine, 


You are his Counſellors, did you adviſe him 
To this foul Parricide ? 

Gif. If rule afteft this Licence, who would live 
To worſe, than dye in force of his Obedience ? 


Bald. Heavens cold and lingring Spirit to puniſh ſin, 


And human blood ſo fiery to commit it, 
One ſo out goes the other, it will neyer 
Be turn'd to fit Obedience. 

Aub. Burſt it then 


With his full ſwing given, where it brooks no bound, 


Complaints of it are vain; and all that reſts 
To be our refuge (ſince our Powers are ſtrengthleſs) 
Is to conform our Wills to ſuffer freely, 
What with our murmurs we can never maſter ; 
Ladies, be pleaſed with what Heavens pleaſure ſuffers, 
Erect your Princely Countenances and Spirits, 
And to redreſs the miſchiefs now reliſtlels, 
Sooth it in ſhew, rather than curſe or croſs it ; 
Which all amends, and vow to it your beſt, 
But till you may perform it, let ir reſt. , 

Giſ. Thoſe temporizings are too dull and ſervile, 
To breath the free Air of a manly Soul, 
Which ſhall in me expire in Execrations, 
Before for any Life I ſooth a Murtherer. 

Bald. Your lives before him, till his own be dry 
Of all Lives Services, and human Comforts ; 
None left that looks at Heaven is half io baſe 
To do thoſe black and helliſh Actions grace. 


Enter Rollo, Lat. Ham. and Guard. 


Rol. Haſte Latorch, 
And raiſe the City as the Court is rais'd, 
E 2 


LExit. 


Proclaiming 


OL DIES 


Proclaiming the abhorr'd Conſpiracy 
In Plot againſt my Life. 
Lat, 1 haſte, my Lord. [Exit. 
Rol. You there that mourn upon the juſtly ſlain, 
Ariſe and leave it, if you love your lives, 
And hear from me what (kept by you) may fave yort. 
Mat. What will tne Butcher do? I will not ſtir! 
Rol. Stir, and unforc't ſtir, or ſtir never more : 
Command her, you grave Beldam, that know better 
My deadly Reſolutions, ſince I drew them 
From the infeCtive Fountain of your own; 
Or if you have forgot, this fiery Prompter 
Shall fix the freſh impreſſion on your hearr. 
S:ph. Riſe Daughter, ſerve his Will in what we may, 
Leſt what we may not he enforce the rather, 
Is this all you command us ? 

R9l. This addition only admitted, that when I endeavour 
Toquit me of this Slaughter, you preſume not 
To croſs me with a ſyllable for your Souls ; 

Murmnr, nor think againlt it, but weigh well, 
It will not help your ul], but help to more, 

And that my hand wrought thus far to my will, 
Will check at nothing till his Circle fi}, 

Mat. Fill it, ſo 1 conſent not, but who ſooths it 
Conſents, and who conſents to Tyranny, does it. 

Rol. Falſe Traytreſs, dye then with him. 

Aub. Are you mad, to offer at more blood, and make your ſelf 
More horrid to your People ? Pll proclaim, 

It is not as your Inſtrumnt will publiſh. 

Rol. Do, and take that along with you 
Reſign my Sword, and dare not for thy Soul 
To offer what thou inſolently threatnelt ; 

One word, proclaiming croſs to what Lazorch 
Hath in Commiſſion," and intends to. publiſh. 

Aub. Well, Sir, not for your threats, but for your good, 
Since more hurt to you would more hurt your Country, 
And that you muſt make Vertue of the need 
That now compels you, I'll conſent as far, 

As ſilence argues to your will proclaim'd : 

And ſince no more Sons of your Princely Father 
Survive to rule but you, and that I wiſh 

You ſhould rule like your Father, with the Love 
And Zeal of all your SubjeQts ; this foul Slaughter 
That now you have committed made aſhamed 
With that fair bleſſing, that in place of plagues, 


ſo nimble ! 


Heaven 


(29) 
Heaven tries our mending diſpoſition with : 
Take here your Sword, which now uſe like a Prince, 
And no more like a Tyrant. 
Rel. This ſounds well, live and be gracious with us. 
Gif. and Bald. Oh Lord Aubrey ! 
Mat. He flatters thus ? of 
Soph, He temporizes fitly. F 
Rol. Wonder invades me; do you two think much. 
That he thus wiſely, and with need conſents 
To what I authour for your Countries good ? 
You being my Tutor, you my Chancellor. 
Giſ. Your Chancellor is not your Flatterer, Sir, 
Bald. Nor is it your Tutor's part to ſhield fuch Doftrine. 
Rol. Sir, firſt know you, 
In praiſe of your pure Oratory that rais'd you, 
That when the People, who | know by this, 
Are rais'd out of their Reſts, and haſtning hither, ; 
To witneſs what is done here, are arrived 
With our LZatorch, that you, ex rempore, 
Shall faſhion an Oration to acquit, 
And juſtifie this forced FaCt of mine ; 
Or for the proud refuſal loſe your head. 
Gif. I faſhion an Oration to acquit you? 
Sir, know you then, that 'tis a thing leſs caſie 
To excuſe a Parricide, than to commit it. 
Rol. 1 do not wiſh you, Sir, to excule me, 
But to accuſe my Brother, as the cauſe 
Of his own Slaughter, by attempting mine. 
Gif. Not for the World, | ſhould pour blood on blood ; 
It were another Murther to accuſe X 
Him that fell innocent. 
Kol. Away with him, hence, hail him ſtraight to Execution! 
Aub. Far fly ſuch rigour, your amendful hand. 
Rol. He periſhes with him that ſpeaks for him ; 
Guard do your Office on him, on your lives pain. 
Giſ. Tyrant, "twill haſte thy own death. 
Rol. Let it wing it, 
He threatens me, Villains tear him piece-meal, hence. 
Guard. Avant, Sir. 
Ham. Force him hence. 
Rol. Diſpatch him, Captain, 4 
And bring me inſtant word he is difpatched, 
And how his Rhetorick takes it. 
Ham. |'|] not fail, Sir. 
Fol. Captain, belides remember this ip chief ; 
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That being executed, you deny 
To all his Friends the Rites of Funeral, 
And caſt his Carcaſs out to Dogs and Fowls, 
Ham. *Tis done, my Lord. 
Rol. Upon your life, not fail: 
Bald. What impious daring is there here of Heaven ! 
Rol. Sir, now prepare your ſelf, againſt the People, 
Make here their entry, to diſcharge the Oration 
He hath denied my will. 
Bald. For fear of death? ha, ha, ha. 
Rol. Is Death ridiculous with you ? 
Works miſery of Age this, or thy Judgment ? 
Bald,” Judgment, falſe Tyrant! 
Rol. You'll make no Oration then ? 
Bald. Not to excuſe, but aggravate thy Murther, if thou wilt, 
Which 1 will ſo enforce, I1l make thee wreak it 
(With hate of what thou win'ſt by'r) on thy ſelf, 
With ſuch another juſtly merited murther. 
Rol. I'll anſwer you anon. 


Enter Latorch. 


Lat. The Citizens are haſting, Sir, in heaps, all full reſolv'd, 
By my perſwaſion of your Prother's Treaſons. 
Rol. Honelt Latorch; 


Enter Hamond. 


Ham. See, Sir, here's Giſbert's head. 
Rol. Good ſpecd ; was't with a Sword ? 
Ham. 'An Ax, Sir: 
Rel. An Ax ?_twas vilely done, I would have had 
My own fine Headſman done it with a Sword ; 
Go, take this Dotard here, and take his head 
Off with a Sword. _ 
Ham. Your Schoolmaſter ? 
Rol. Even he. 
Bald. For teaching thee no better ; 'cis the beſt 
Of all thy damned Juſtices; away, 
Captain, I'll follow. (fury, 
Ed. Oh ſtay there,Duke/ 2nd in the midſt of all thy blood aud 
Hear a poor Maids Petition, hear a Daughter, 
The only Daughter of a wretched Father ; 
Oh ſtay your haſte, as you ſhall need ghis mercy ! 
Rol. Away with this fond Woman. 
Ed. You muſt hear me, 
if there be any ſpark of pity in you, 
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If ſweet humanity and mercy rule you ; 
I do confeſs you are a Prince, your anger 
As great as you, your Execution greater. 
Kel. Away with him. 
Ed. Oh Captain, by thy Manhood, | 
By her ſoft Soul that bare thee, I do confeſs, Sir, 
-Your doom of Juſtice on your Foes moſt righteous, 
Good noble Prince look on me. 
Rol. Take her from me. 
Ed. A curſe upon his life that hinders me ; 
May Father's Bleſſing never fall upon him ; 
May Heaven never hear his Prayers : I beſeech you. 
OhSir, theſe few tears beſeech you ; theſe chaſt hands woo you, 
That never yet were heav'd, but to things holy, 
Things like your ſelf, you are a God above us ; 
Be as a God then, full of ſaving mercy; 
Mercy, Oh mercy, for his ſake mercy; 
That when your ſtout heart weeps, ſhall give you pity ; 
Here I mult grow. 
Rol. By Heaven, [11 ſtrike thee, Woman. 
E4, Moſt willingly, let all thy anger ſe:-k.me, 
All the moſt ſtudied torments, 1o this good man, 
This old man, and this innocent eſcape thee. 
Rol. Carry him away, 1 fay: 
Ed. Now bleſling on thee, Oh! ſweet pity, 
I ſee it in thy Eyes, I charge you Souldiers, 
Even by the Princes Power, releaſe my Father, 
The Prince is merciful, why do you hold him ?__ 
He-is old, why do you hurt him? ſpeak, Oh ſpeak, Sir ; 
Speak as you are a man a man's life hangs, Sir ; 
A friends life, and a foſter life upon you: 
"Tis but a word, bur mercy quickly ſpoke, Sir; 
Oh! ſpeak, Prince, ſpeak. 
Rol. Will no man here obey me? 
Have I no rule yet ? as1 live he dyes 
That does not execute my Will, and ſuddenly! 
Bald. All that thou canſt do, takes bnt one ſhort hour from me. 
Kol. Hew of? her hands. 
Ham. Lady hold off: 
Ed, Nay, hew 'em, 
Hew off my innocent bands, as he commands you. 
[Exeunt Guard, Count Baldwin; 
They'll hang the faſter on for Death's convulſion. 
'Thoa feed of Rocks, will nothing move thee then ? 
Are all my tears loſt ? all my righteous Prayers 
drown'd 


(32) 
Drown'd in thy drunken wrath ? I ſtand thus then, 
Thus boldly, bloody I yrant; 
And to thy tace in Heaven's high Name, defie theef 
And1 may ſweet mercy whent!y ſoul ſighs for it, 
Wuen under thy black m::chiels thy fleſh trembles, 
W.en neither ſtrengrt, nor youth, nor friends, nor gold 
Can ſtay one hour, when thy moſt wretched Conſcience, 
W:i'd from tierdream of death, like fire ſhall melt thee, 
When all thy Mothers tears, thy Brothers wounds, 
Tiy Peoples fears ad curſes, and my loſs, 
My aged fathicrs loſs ſhall ſtand before thee. _— 

R9l. Save tim i fay, run, ſave him, fave her Father. 


Fly, and redecin his head! [ Exit Latorch. 


Ed. May then that pity, 
That comfort thou expect*ſt from Heaven, that mercy 
Be lockt up from thee, fly thee, howling find thee, 
Deſpair, Oh my ſweet father, ſtorms of terrours, 
Blood till thou burſt again. 

Rol. Oh fair ſweet anger. — 


Enter Latorch and Hamond with a Head. 


Lat. I am too late, Sir, 'twasdiſpatch'd before, 
And his Head 1s here. 

Rol. And my Heart there z £2 bury him, 

Give him fair Rires of Funeral, decent Honours. 

Ed. Wilt thou not take me, Monſter ? higheſt Heaven 
Give him a puniſhment fit for his miſchief, 

Lat. 1 fear thy Prayer is heard, and he rewarded : 
Lady, have patience, *wwas unhappy ſpeed; ® 
Blame not the Duke, 'twas not his fault, but Fates ; 
He ſent, you know, to ſtay it, and commanded 
Incareof yon, the. heavy object hence 
S9on as it came : have better thoughts of him. 


Enter Citizens. 


I Cit, Where's this young Traytor 2? 
Lat, Noble Citizens, here, . 
And here the wounds he gave your ſoveraign Lord. 
1 Cie. This Prince of force muſt be 
Belov'd of Heaven, whom Heaven hath thus preſerv'd. 
2 Cit. And if he be belov'd of Heaven, you know, 
He mult be juſt, and all his aQions ſo. 
Rot. Concludedlike an Oracle, Oh how great 
A grace of Heaven is a wiſe Citizen ! 
For Heaven 'tis makes'em wiſe, as*t makes me juſt, 


AS 
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As it preſerves me,' as I now ſurvive 
By his ſtrong hand to keep you all alive: 
Your Wives, your Children, Goods and Lands kept yours, 
That had been elſe preys to his tyrannous Power, 

That would have prey'd on me, in Bed aſlaulted me 
In ſacred time of Peace ; my Mother here, 

My Siſter, this juſt Lord, and all had felt 

The certain Gulph of this Conſpiracy, 

Of which my Tutor and my Chancellor, 

(Two of the graveſt, and moſt counted honeſt 

In all my Dukedom) were the monſtrous Heads ; 
Oh truſt no honeſt men for their ſakes ever, 

My politick Citizens, but thoſe that breath 

The Names of Cut-throats, Uſurers and Tyrants, 
Oh thoſe believe in, for the Foul-mouth'd World 
Can give no better terms to ſimple goodneſs ; 

Even me it dares blaſpheme, and thinks me tyrannous 
For ſaving my own lite ſought by my Brother ; 

Yet thoſe that ſought his lite before by poyſon 
(Though mine own Servants, hoping co pleaſe me) 
I'll lead to death for't, which your Eyes ſhall ſee. 

1 Cit, Why, what a Prince is here ! 

2 Cit. How juſt !__. 3 Cir. How gentle! 

Rol. Well, now my deareſt Subjefts, or much rather 
My Nerves, my Spirits, or my vital Blood ; 

Turn to your needful reſts, and ſerled peace, 
Fix'd in this root of ſteel, from whence it ſprung 
In Heaven's great Help and Bleſling : but e'er ſleep 
Bind in his ſweet Oblivion your dull Senſes, 
The Name and Vertue of Heavens King advance 
For yours, in chief, for my deliverance. 
Cir, Heaven and his King ſave our moſt pious Sovereign. 
[Exeunt Citizens, 

Rl. Thanks my good People. Mother; and kind Siſter, 
And you my Noble Kinſmen, things born thus 
Shall make ye all command what ever I 
Enjoy in this my abſolute Empire 
Take in the Body of my Princely brother 
For whoſe Death, ſince his fate no other way 
Would give my eldeſt Birth his ſupream Right ; 

We'll monrn the cruel influence it bears, 
And waſh his Sepulchre with kindly tears. 

Aub. If this game end thus, Heavens will rule the ſet. 
What we have yielded to, we could not let. 

LExennt omnes pretev Latorch and Edith. 
F La. 
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Lat. Good Lady riſe, and raiſe your Spirits withal 
More high than they are humbled'; you have cauſe, 
As much as ever honour'd happieſt Lady ; 
And when your Ears are freer to take in 
Your moſt amendful and unmatched Fortunes, 
11 make you drown a hundred helpleſs Deaths 
In Sea of one life ponr'd into your Boſom ; 
With which ſhall flow into your arms, the Riches, 
The Pleaſures, Honours, and the Rules of Princes ; 
Which though death ſtop your ears, methinks ſhould open 'em, 
Aſlay to forget death. 
Ed. Oh ſlaughtered Father ! 
Lat. Taſt of what cannot be redreſs'd, and bleſs 
The Fate that yet you curſe ſo; ſince for that 
You ſpake ſo movingly, and your ſweet eyes 
With ſo much Grace fill'd, that you ſet on fire 
The Duke's affeftion, whom you now may rule, 
As he rules all his Dukedom, is'c not ſweet ? 
Does it not ſhine away your ſorrows Clouds ? 
Sweet Lady, take wile heart, and hear and tell me. 
Ed. 1 hear no word you ſpeak. 
Lat. Prepare to hear then, 
And be not barr'd up from your ſelf, nor add 
To your ill fortune with your far worſe judgment 5 
Make me your Servant to attend with all joys, 
Your {ad eſtate, till they both bleſs and ſpeak it : 
See how they'll bow to you, make me wair, command me 
To watch out every minute, for the-ſtay 
Your modeſt ſorrow fancies, raiſe your Graces, 
And do my hopes the honour. of your motion, 
ToAall the offered heights that now attend you : 
Oh how-your touches raviſh! how the Duke 
Is ſlain already with your flames embrac'd ! 
| will both ſerve and viſit you, and often, 
Ed. I] am not fit, Sar. | 
Lat. Time will make you, Lady. / 1 [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Enter the Guard, E or 4 Boys, then the Sheriff, Cook, Teo- 
man of the Cellar, Butler, Pantler to Execution. 


1 Guard, Come, bring in theſe Fellows, on, away-with 'em. 
. 2 Gaard, Make room before there, room for the Priſoners. 
| 1 Boy, 
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1 Boy. Let's run before, Boys, we ſhall have no places elſe. 
2 Boy. Are theſe the Youths? 
Cook, Theſe are the Youths you look for, 
And, 'pray my honeſt Friends, be not ſo haſty ; 
There will be nothing done till we come, 1 aſſure you. 
3 Boy. Here's a wiſe hanging ; are there no more ? 

Butt. Do you hear, Sir? you may come in for your ſhare, if 
you pleaſe. 

Cook, My Friend, it you be unprovided of a hanging, 

You look like a good Fellow, | can afford you . 

A reaſonable penny-worth. 
2 Boy. Afore, afore, Boys, here's enough to make us ſport. 
Teom. *Pox take you, 

Do you call this ſport? are theſe your Recreations ? 

Muſt we be hang'd to make you mirth ? 
Cook, Do you hear ? 

You Cuſtard-Pate, we go to't for High Treaſon, 

An honourable fault : thy fooliſh Father 

Was hang'd for ſtealing Sheep. 

Boys. Away, away, Boys. 

Cook, Do you ſee how that ſneaking Rogue looks now ? You, 
Chip, Pantler, you peaking Rogue, that provided us theſe Neck- 
laces 3 you poor Rogue, you coltive Rogue, you. 

Pant, Pray, pray, Fellows. 

Cook, Pray for thy cruſty ſoul? where's your reward now, 
Goodman Manchet, for your fine diſcovery ? 

I do beſeech you, Sir, where are your Dollars ? 
Draw with your Fellows and be hang'd. 

Yeom, He mult now ; | 
For now he ſhall be hang'd firſt, that's his comfort, 

A place too good for thee, thou meal-mouth'd Raſcal. 

Cook, Hang handſomly for ſhame, come, leave your praying, 
You peaking Knave, and die like a good Courtier, 

Die honeſtly, and like a man z no preaching, 
Wirh 1 beſeech you take example by me, 
I liv'd alewd man, good People. *Pox on't, 
Die meas if thou hadſt din'd, ſay Grace, and God be with you. 
Guard, Come, will yon forward ? 
Cook, Good. Mr. Sheriff, your leave, this haſty work 
Was ne'er done well ; give us ſo much time as but to ſing 
Our own Ballads, for we'll truſt no man, 
Nor no time but our own; Twas done in Ale too, 
And therefore cannot be refns'd in Juſtice. 
Your penny-pot Poets are ſuch pelring Thieves, 
They ever hang men twice z We have it. here, Sir, 
F 2 And 
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And'ſo muſt every Merchant of our Voyage. 
He'll make a ſweet return elſe of his Credit. 
Yeom, One fit of our own mirth, and then we are for you. 
Guard, Make haſte then, diſpatch. 
Yeom, There's day enough, Sir. 
Cook, Come, Boys, ſing cheerfully, we ſhall neer ſing younger. 
We have-choſen a loud Tune too, becauſe it ſhould like well. 


The SONG. \ 


; Come Fortune's a Whore, I care not who tell her, 
” Would offer to ſtrangle a Page of the Cellar, 
'F That ſhould by his Oath, to any Man's thinking, 
F:, Ard place, have had a defence for hs drinkgng ;; 
8 But thus ſhe does ftif, when ſhe pleaſes to palter, 
Inſtead of his Wages, ſhe gives him a Halter. 
Three merry Boys, and three merry Boys, and three merry Boys 
are we, 
As ever did ſing in a hempen ſtring under the Gallow-tree. 
I }, 
But I that was ſo luſty, 
And ever kept my Bottles, | 
EA - That neither they were muſty, 
+ And ſeldom leſs than Pottles ; 
| For me to be thus ſtopt now, 
With Hemp inſtead of Cork, Sir, 
And. from the Gallows lopt now, 
Shews that there us a fork,, Sir, 
In Death, and this the Token, 
Man may be two ways killed, 
Or liks the Bottle, broken, 
Or-like the Wine, be ſpilted. 
Three merry Boys, &c. + GN 
; A | 
Oh yet but look, on the Maſter Cook, the glory of the Kitchin, | 
In ſowing whoſe fate, at ſo lofty a rate, no Taylor &er had ſtuching, 
For though he makes the Man, the Cook, yer makes the Diſhes, 
The which no Taylor can, wherein I have my wiſhes, 
That I who at % many a Feaſt, have pleas'd ſo many Taſters, 
Should now My ſelf, come to be dreſt, a.diſh- for you, my Maſters. 
Three merry Boys, &c. : 


Cook, There's a few Copies for yon 3 now farewel Friends : 
And good Mr. Sheriff let me not be printed | 
with a braſs Pot on my head. | 

Bul. March fair, march fair, afore, good Captain _ 

V. 
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LV. 
Pant. Oh man or beaſt, &r you at leaſt, 


That wear, or brow, or antler, 
Prick, up your ears, unto the tears 
Of me poor Paul the Pantler, 
That thus am clipt, becauſe 1 chipt 
. The curſed Cruſt of Treaſon 
With Loyal Knife ;, Oh evlefin ſtrife, 
To hang thus without reaſon | 


——_—— 


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Aubrey , and Latorch. 


—_— I have waited here to ſpeak with you, 
And you mult hearken ; ſet nor forth your leg 
Of haſte, nor put your face of buſineſs on; 
An honeſter Afﬀair than this I urge too, 
You wil not cafily think on ; and *twill be 
Reward to entertain it ; 'tis your fortune 
To have our Maſter's ear above the reſt 
Of us that follow him, . but that no man envies 3 
For | have well conſidered, Truth ſometimes 
May be convey'd in by the ſame Conduits 
That»Falſhood is ; Theſe courſes that he takes 
Cannot but end in ruine ; Empire got 
By Blood and Violence, muſt to: be held ; 
And how unſafe that is, he firſt will prove, 
That toiling ſtill to remove Enemies, 
Makes himſelf more; It 1s not now a Brother, 
A faithful Councellour of Eſtate or two, 
That are his danger, they are far diſpatch'd ; . 
It is a multitude that begin to fear, 
And think what began there muſt end in them ; 
For all the fine Oration that was made 'em, 
And they are not an caſfie Monſter quell'd. 
Princes may pick their ſuffering Nobles out 
And one by one employ 'em to the Block ; but when they once 


grow formidable to their Clowgs, and Coblers, ware then, guard 
themſelves ; 
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themſelves ; if thou durſt tell him this, Larorch, the Service would 
not diſcredit the good name yon hold with men, belides the profit 
to your Maſter, anq'the Publick, 
Lat. 1 conceive not ſo, Sir ; 
They are airy fears; and why ſhould I obje&t them nnto his fancy? 
Wound what is yet ſound? your Counſels colour not 
With reaſon of State, where all that's neceſſary ſtill is juſt, 
The Actions of the Prince, while they ſacceed, 
Should be made good, and glorifted ; not queſtion'd. 
Men do but ſhew their ill affections, that 
Aub. W hat? ſpeak out! 
Lat, Do, murmur againſt their Maſters. 
Aub, Is this to me ? 
Lat. It-is to whoſoever millikes of the. Duke's conrſes. 
Aub. 17 'is't To? at your Stateward, Sir? * © 
Lat. Pm ſworn to hear nothing may prejudice the Prince. 
Aub. Why do you ? or have you, ha? 
Lat. I cannot tell, mens hearts ſhew. in their words ſometimes. 
Aub, 1 ever thought thee . | EE 
Knave of the Chamber, art thou the Spy too? 
Lat. A Watchman for the State, and one that's known, . 
Sir, to be rightly affected. 
Aub. Bawd of the State ; 
No leſs than of thy Maſters luſts; I now 
See nothing can redeem thee ; doſt thou mention 
AﬀeCtion, or a Heart, . that ne'er hadit any ? 
Know(lt not to love or hate, but by. the State, 
As thy Prince does't before thee ? that doſt never 
Wear thy own face, but put'ſt on his, and gather'ſt 
Baits for his Ears ? liv'ſt wholly.at his beck, 
And e'er thou dar'ſt-utter a thought's thine own, 
Muſt expeCt his ; creep'ſt forth and wad'ſt into him, 
As if thou wert to paſs a Ford, there proving, 
Yet if thy tongue may ſtep on ſafely or no ; 
Then bring'ſt his Vertue aſleep, and ftay it the Wheel 
Both of his Reaſon'and Judgment, that they move not ; 
Whit'ſt over all his Vicesz-/and at laſt 
Doſt draw a Cloud of words before his eyes, 
Till he can neither ſee thee nor-himſelf ? 
Wretch, I dare give'him honeſt Counſels, T, 
And love him while I tell-him truth; old Aubrey 
Dares go the ſtraighreſt way, which ſtill's the ſhorteſt, 
Walk on the thorns thou ſcatter'ſt, Paraſite, 
And tread” em- into nothing: and if thon 
Then lec'ſt a look fall, of the leaſt diſlike, 
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P11 rip thy Crown up with my Sword atheight,. -. 
And Duck thy skin over thy face; in ſight * - 
Of him thou flatter*ſt ; unto thee I ſpeak it, 
Slave, againſt whom all Laws ſhould now conſpire, 
And every Creature that hath ſenſe be arm, 
As 'gainft the common Enemy of Mankind ; 
That ſleep'ſt within thy Maſter's Ear, and whiſper'ſt, 
'Tis better for him to be fear'd than loy'd; 
Bid'ſt him truſt no man's Friendſhip, ſpare no blood 
That may ſecure him : *tis no-cruelty 
That hath a ſpecious end ; for Sovereignty 
Break all the Laws of kind ; if it ſucceed, 
An honeſt, noble, and praiſe-worthy deed ; 
While he that takes thy poyſons in, ſhall feel 
Their virulent workings in a point of time, 
When no Repentance can bring aid, but all 
His Spirits ſhall melt, with what his Conſcience burn'd, 
And dying in flatterers arms, ſhall fall unmourn'd. 
There's matter for you now. 
Lat. My Lord, this makes not for loving of my Maſter. 
Aub. Loving ? no: 
They hate ill Princes moſt that make them ſa. 


Enter Rollo, Hamond, Allan, Guard. 


Rol. I'll hear no more. 

Ham. Alas, 'tis for my Brother : I beſeech your Highneſs, 

Rol. How, a Brother ? had not 1 one my ſelf? did title 
Move me when it was fit that heſhould die? away. 

All. Brother, loſe no word more, leave my good Cauſe 
T' upbraid the Tyrant, I'm glad I'm faln 
Now in thoſe times that will'd ſome great Example 
T* aſſure men we can die for honeſty. | 

Rol. Sir, you are brave, pray that you hold your neck 
As bravely forth anon unto your Headſman. 

All Would he would ſtrike as bravely, and thou by, 
Rollo, 'twould make thee quake to ſee me die. 

Aub. What's his offence ? 


RR YE J ay IU RED a Ke PT 


Ham. For giving Gisbert Burial, who was ſometimes his Maſter; 


All. Yes, Lord Aubrey, 
My Gratitude and Humanity are my Crimes. 
Rol. Why bear yon him- not hence ?- 
Aub. My Lord, (ſtay Souldiers) 
1 do beſce:h your Highneſs, do not loſe 
Such men for ſuch ſlight cauſes. This is one- 
Has ſtill Leen faithful to you, a try'd ſoul 
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In all your Father's Battles.; I have ſeen him 


Beſtride a Friend againſt a ſcore of Foes, 
And look, he looks as he would kill his hundred 


. For you, Sir, were you in ſome danger. 


All. Till he kill'd his Brother, his Chancellour, then his 
Maſter, to which he can add nought to equal Nero, 
But killing of his Mother. 
Aub. Peace, brave Fool, 
Thou valiant Aſs : .here is his Brother too, Sir, 
A Captain of your Guard, hath ſerv'd you long, 


'With the moſt noble witneſs of his truth 


Mzrk'd in his face, and every part about him, 
That turns not from an Enemy. But view hia, 
Oh do not grieve him, Sir,. if you do mean 
That he ſhall hold his place ! ir is not ſafe 
To tempt ſuch Spirits, and let them wear their Swords. 
You'll make-your'Guards your terrours by theſe Ads, 
And throw more hearts off from you than you hold ; 
And I muſt tell you, Sir, (with my old freedom, 
And my ald faith to boot) you have not liv'd ſo 
But that your State will need iuch men, ſuch hands 
-Of -which here's one, ſhall in an hour of tryal, 
Do you more certain Service with a ſtroke, 
Than the whole bundle of your Flatterers 
'With all the unſavoury unction of their Tongues. 
Rol. Peace, Talker: 
Aub. One that loves you yet, my Lord, 
And would not ſee you pull on your own ruines. 
Mercy becomes a Prince, and guards him beſt, 
Awe and affrights are never tyes of Love; 
And when men begin tofear the Prince, they hate him. 
Rol. Am 1 the Prince, or you ? 
Aub. My Lord, I hope I have not utter'd ought ſhould urge 
that Queſtion. 
Rol. ' Then practiſe your Obedience, ſee him dead. 
Aub. My Lord! 
Rol. VII hear no more. 
Aub. I'm ſorry then ; there's no ſmall deſpair, Sir, of their 
Safety, whoſe ears are blockt up againſt truth; come, Captain. 
Ham. | thank you, Sir. | 
Aub. For what ? for ſceing thy Brother die a man, and honeſt ? 
Live thou ſo, Captain, I will aſſure thee, 
Although l die for't too ; come 


LEx. all but Rol. and Lat. 


Rol. Now Latorch, what do you think? (boldeſt. 


Lat. That Awbrey's Speech and Manners ſound ſomewhat of the 
| ; Rol. 
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Rd. "Tis his cuſtom. 
Lat. It may be ſo, and yet be worth a fear. 
Rol. If we thought ſoit ſhould be worth his life,and quickly too. 
Lat. I dare not, Sir, be Author 
Of what I would be, 'tis ſo dangerous : 
But with your Highneſs favour and your licence. 
Rol. He talks, 'tis true ; he is licens'd :- leave him, 
We now are Duke alone, Latorch, ſecur'd ; 
Nothing left ſtanding to obſcure our proſpect, 
We look right forth, beſide, and round about ns, 
And ſee it-ours with pleaſure: only one 
Wifh'd joy therewants to make us to pollels it, 
And that is Eaith, Edith, ſhe that got me 
In blood and tears, in ſuch an oppoſite minute, 
As had I not at once felt all the flames 
And ſhafts of Love ſhot in me (his whole Armory ) *} 
I ſhould have thought him as far off as death. 
Lat. My Lord, expett a while, your happipeſs 
Is nearer than you think it, yet her griefs 
Are green and freſh, your vigilant Latorch 
Hath not been idle; 1 have leave already 
To vilit her, and ſend to her. 
Rol. My Life. 
Lat. And if I find not out as ſpeedy ways, 
And proper inſtruments to work and bring her 
To your fruition ; that ſhe be not watch'd 
Tame to your Highneſs wiſh, ſay you have no Servant 
Is capable of ſuch a Truſt about you, 
Or worthy to be Secretary of your Pleaſure. \ 
Rol. Oh my Latorch, what ſhall I render thee 
For all thy travels, care, and love! 
Lat. Sir,one ſuit,which I will ever importuneztill you grant me. 
Rol. About your Mathematicians ? 
Lat. Yes, to have | 
The Scheme'of your Nativity judg'd by them, 
I have'talready creed ; O my Lord, 
You do not know the labour of my fears, 
My doubts for you are ſuch as cannot hope 
Any Security but from the Stars ; 
Who, being rightly ask'd, can tell man more . 
Than all power elſe, there being no power beyond them, 
Rol. All thy Petitions ſtill are care of us, 
Ask for thy ſelf. 
Lat. What more can concern me, than this ? 
Rol. Well, riſe true honeſt man, and go then, 


We'll ſtudy our ſelves a means how = reward the?. 7; 
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Lat. Your Grace is now inſpir'd ; now, now. your Highneſs 
Begins to live, from this Hour count-your Joys: 
Bur, Sjr, I'muſt have Warrants, with Blanks figur'd, 
To put in Names, ſuch as I like. 
Kol. You ſhall. 
Lat. They dare not elſe offer, Sir, at your Figure. 
Oh [ ſhall bring you wonders ; there's a Friar 
Riſee, an admirable man, another 
A Gentleman, and then /a Ficke, 
The Mirrour of his time ; *twas he that ſet it. 
But there's one Norbret, (him I never ſaw) 
Has made a Mirrour, a meer Looking-glaſs, 
In ſhew you'ld think't no other ; the form oyal, 
As I am given to underſtand by Letter, 
Which renders you ſuch ſhapes, and thoſe ſo differing, 
And ſome that will be queltion'd and give anſwers ; 
Then has he ſet it ina frame, that wrought 
Unto the revolutions of the. Stars, 
And ſo compact by dne proportions 
Unto their harmony, doth move alone 
A true automaton ; thus Dedalns Statues, 
Or Yulcan's Tools 
Rol. Doft thou believe this ? | | 
Lat. Sir ? why, what ſhould ftay my, faitli, or turn my ſenſe ? 
He has been abour 1t above twenty years; | 4 
Three ſevens, the powertul, andthe petfect Numbers ; 
And Art and time, Sir, can produce luch things. 
What do I read there of Hiarbas Banquet ? 
The great Gymnoſlophilt, that had his Butlers 
And Carvers of pure'Gold waiting at Table ? 
The Images of Mercury, too, ' that ſpoke. ? 


_ Thewooden door that flew ? a Snake of braſs 


That hift ? and Birds of Silver that did ling ? 

All thoſe rew done by the Mathematicks, 

\Vithont which there's nv Science, nor no Truth, 
fol. You ore in your Sphere,! Latorch-: and rather 

Than I'll contend w'ye forat, 14 believe it, 

Y ave von upon me that wiſh to ſee 

My Fate before me now, what e'er it be. 
Lat. And ii] endeavour, you ſhall kgow with ſpeed, 

For whick IL ſhould-have:one- of truſt g9 with me, .. 

If you pleaſe, H7-0#d,ethat i, may by hbn.: 

S2nd you-my firſt Giſpatches ; aiter I | 

Shall bring you more, 41.d:as.rbey come ſtill-more: | 
Rol. Take your way; | 

"ole your own means, and beit proſperous to us. CExeunt, 

| SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 
Enter Ruſce, de Bube, Ia Fiske, Norbret, Pippeay, 


Ruſ. Come, bear up Sirs, we ſhall have better days, 
My Almanack tells me. 
Bub. What is that ? your rump ? | 
Ruf. It never itch'd in vain yet, ſlide /a Fiske, 
Throw off thy ſluggiſh face, 1 cannot abide 
To ſee thee look like a poor Jade 'th' Pound, 
That ſaw no meat theſe three days. 
Fiske. 'Slight, to me 
It ſeems thirteen days ſince I ſaw any. 
Ruſ. How ? 
Fiſ. 1 can't remember that I ever ſaw 
Or meat or money, you may talk of both 
- To opena man's ſtomach or his purſe, 
But feed 'em ſtill with Air. 
Bub. Friar, I fear 
You do not ſay your Office well a-days. 
Nor. Pox, he feeds 
With leachery, and lives upon th' exchange 
Of his two Eggs and Puddings with the Market-women. 
Ruſ. And what do you Sir, with the Adyocate's Wife, 
Whom you perſwade, upon your DoCtoral bed, 
To take the Mathematical trance ſo often ? | 
Fiſ. Come, we are ſtark nought all, bad's the beſt of us, 
Four of the ſeven deadly ſpots we are ; 
Beſides our Leachery, we are envious, 
And moſt, moſt gluttonous when we have it thus, 
; Moſt covetous now we want it, then our Boy 
He is a fifth ſpot, ſloth and he undoes us. 
Bub. 'Tis true, the Child was wont to be induſtrious, 
And now and then ſent to a Merchant's Wife 
Sick of the Husband, or a ſwearing Butler 
That miſt of his Bowls, a crying Maid 
Had loſt a Silver Spoon ; the Curry-comb 
Sometimes was wanting z there was ſomething potten ; 
But now 
Pip. What now ? Did notl yeſter-morning 
Bring you in a Cardecu there from the Peaſant, 
Whoſe Aſs I had driven aſide, and hid, that you 
Might conjure for him ? and then laſt night, | 
Six Soulz from the Cook's Wife, you ſhar'd among you 
To ſet a Figure for the Peſtke 1 ſtole. 
G 2 
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It is not at home yet; theſe things, my Maſters, 
In a hard time, they would be thought on : you 
Talk of your Lands and Caſtles in the Air, 
Of your twelve Houſes there : but it is 1 
That bring you in your Rents for 'em, *tis Pippeare 
That is your Bird-call. 
Nox. Faith he does well, 
And cuts through the Elements far us, I muſt needs ſay, 
In a fine dextrous Line. 
Fi/. But not as he did 
At firſt, then he would fail with any wind 
Int? every Creek and Corner. 
Pip. 1 was light then, 
New built and rigg'd when I came to you, Gentlemen, 
But now with often and far venturing for you 
Here be Leaks ſprung, and whole Planks wanting ſce you ; 
If you'll new ſheath me again, yet I am for you : 
To any bog or ſleights, where &er you'll ſend me, 
For as | am, where can this ragged Bark 
Pat in for any Service; 'leſs it be 
O'th* Iſle of Rogues, and there turn Pirate: for you ? 
Nor. Faith he ſays reaſon, Friar, you mult leave 
Your neat criſp Claret, and fall to your Cyder 
A while ; and you /a Fiche, your larded Capons 
And Turkies for a time, and takea good 
Clean Tripe in your way, de Bube too muſt content him with 
wholeſom two ſouz'd petitoes; no more Crown Ordinaries till we 
have cloath*d our Infant. 
Bub. So you'll keep 
Your own good motions, Doctor, your dear ſelf. 
Fiſ. Yes, For we all do know the Latitude 
Of your Concupiſcence. 
Kuſ. Here about your Belly. 
Bub. You'll pick a bottle open or a Whimſey, 


As ſoon as the belt of us. 


Fiſ. And dip your wrilt-bands, 
(For Cuffs y*have nore) as comely inthe ſance 
As any Courtier hark,the Bell,who is there? [The Bell rings. 

K»/. Good luck I do conjure thee ; Boy look out. 

Pip. They are Gallants,Courtiers, one of 'em is [Exit and enter 
Of the Duke's Bed-chamber. again. 

Ruſ. Latorch, down, | 
On with your Gown, there's a new Suit arriv'd, [.To Norbret. 
Did I not tell you, Sons of - hunger ? Crowns, 
Crowns are coming toward you, Wine and Wenches 
You ſhall have once again, and Fidlers : 


—_— 
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Into your Studies cloſe ; each lay his car 
To his door, and as you hear me to prepare you. 
So come;- and put me on that Vizard only. 


Enter Latorch, Hamond. 


Lat. You'll not-be far hence-Captain, when the 
Buſineſs is done, you ſhall receive-preſent diſpatch. 

Ham, ]'ll walk, Sir, in the Cloyſter. 

Ruſ. Monſieur Latorch ; my Son, 
The Stars are happy ſtill that guide you hither. 

Lat.. I'm glad to hear their Secretary ſay fo, 
My learned Father K»ſce, where's la Fake, . 
Monſieur de Bube, how do-they ?. 

Ruſ. At their Studies, 
They are the Secretaries of the Stars, ;Sir,. 
Still at their Books, they will not be pull'd off, 
They ſtick like Cupping-glaſſes; .if ever men 
Spoke with the tongue of Deſtiny, "tis they, 

Lat. For love's ſake let's ſalute em. 

Ruſ. Boy, go ſee, 


Exit; 


Tell them who's here, ſay, that-their' Friends:do challenge: 


Some portion of their time, this is our minute, 
Pray'em they'll ſpare it : they.are the Sun and Moon 
Of Knowledge ; pity two ſuch Noble Lights 
Should live obſcur'd here in an Univerſity, 
Whoſe Beams were fit to illumine any. Court 


Of Chriſtendom. 
Enter la Fiske, de Pube, and Pippeau. 


Lat, The Duke will ſhortly know 'em. 

Fiſ. Well, look upon the Aſtrolobe.z you'll find- it 
Four Almucanturies at leaſt: . 

Bub. It. is ſo. 

Ruſ. Still of their learned Stuff, they care for nothing, 
But how to know, as neglient of their bodies 
In dyet, or elſe, eſpecially in their cloths, 
AS it they had no change. 

Pip: They have ſo little 
As well may free: them from the name of ſhifrers. 

Fiſ. Monſieur Latorch |! 


Lat. How 1s it, learned Gentlemen; with both your vertues-? 


Bub. A molt-happy-hour, when we ſee you; Sir. - 
Lat. When you hear me then 
It will be happier; the Duke greets you both £9 
Thus, and though you may touch no money, Father, - : 
Yet you may take it. | 
_ K»/. *Tis bus Highneſs bounty, 
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But yet to me, and theſe that have on off 
The World, ſuperfluous: ., 1. © 
Fiſ. We have heard of late of hiy Highneſs good ſacceſs, 
Bub. And gratulate it. ___.. 
Lat. Indeed he hath ſcap'd'a ſtrange Conſpiracy, 
Thanks to his Stars ; : which. Stars he prays: by _ i, 
You would again confult, and make'z Judgment, oy 
On whit you lately erected for my _ vie iow {7} , 
Ruſ. Oh, Sir, we dare not. .*.;;' 1 0nd toning! Ne 
Fi. For our lives.” * 
Bub. It is the Princes Scheme: 
Lat. T*encounter with that fear, 
Here's to aſſure you, 'his Signet, write'your names, \ 
And be ſecur'd all three. 7; 
Bub. We mult intreat ſomme-time,-Sir. - 
Lat. | muſt then intreat, it be as preſent as you can. 
Fiſ. Have you the Scheme here ? 
Lat. Yes. | ay © 
Ru. 1 would you had Sir another Wartmit. 
Lat. What would that do? 
Ruſ. Marry we have a Dottor, iSir, that in this buſineſs 
Would not performthe ſecond part.” ; 
Lat. Not himthat you writ. to me of ? 
Ruſ. The very fame. 
Lat. | ſhould have made' it, Sir, my uit to ſce him, - | 
Here's a Warrant Father.' I conceiv'd 
That he had ſolely applied himſelf to Magick. | 
Ruſ. And to their Studies too, Sir, in this Field 
He was initiated, but we ſhall hardly | 
Draw him from his Chair. 
Lat. Tell him'he ſhall have. Gold. ' 1 
Fiſ. Oh, ſuch a Syllable would make him to forſwear 
Ever to breath j in your ſight. 
Lat. How then ? - 
Fiſ. Sir, he, if you do pleaſe to give him any thing, 
Muſt have it convey'd under .a Paper: 
Ruſ. Or left behind ſome Book in his Study. 
Bub. Or in ſome old Wall. (him, Sir. 
Fiſ. Where his Familiars may telt him of .it, and that pleaſes 
Bub. Or elſe I'll go and allay him. 
Lat. Take Gold with you: 
Ruſ. That will-oot' be. amiſs ; [give it the Boy, Sir, 
He knows his holes, and how to batt: his Spirits.” 
Pip. We mult lay in Keverat ptares,” Sir. 7 
Ruſ. That's eru8pthat if one 2oMenot, the other may” hit. 
Lat. Well, go then, is he ſo learned, Canton | 


_— O—— — 


Fi}. | 
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Fiſ. The very top of out: Profeflion;' mouthof <A _ x 
Pray Heaven his Spirits be 32 a good. humor to-i2ke, - :- -, 

They'll fling the Gold about the Houſe elſe. 
Bub. 1, And beat the Friar if he go not well 
Furniſht with. holy water. 
Fiſ. Sir, you-mult obſerye him, 
Bub. Not croſs him ina-word, for then he' s gone., 
Fiſ. If he do come, which is a hazard, yet 
| Maſs he's here, this is ſpeed. 


Enter Norbert, Rule, Pippeau. 


Nor. Where is our Scheme, 
Let's ſee, diſpatch,.nay fumbling now, who's this? 
Riſe. Chief Gehtleman of the Duke's Chamber, DoCtar.. 
Nor. Oh, let him be, govd even to him, he's a Courtier, 
I'll ſpare his Complement, tell-him : what's here? 
The genitpre Nocturnal, Longitude 
At forty nine and ten mumutes ?. How;are:the Cardins@' 
Fiſ. Libra in twenty —, forty four —_— ff" 
And Capricorn, . . 
Nor. 1 ſee it, ſee the Planets, 
Where, how are they diſpos'd ? the Sw and Mercury, 
Mars with the Dragon's T ail in the turd Houſe, 
And Pars Fortune in | the Im Cals,. | 
Then Jupiter in the twelfth, the Cacodaduis 7 19 ww 
Bub, And Venus in the ſecond Inferna. Porta... * 1 
Nor. | ſee it, peace, then Saturn in the Fifth,. 
Lima i'th' Seventh, and nuich of Scorpio, 
Then Mars his G audinm, riling in th'Aſcendant, 
And joyn'd with Libra too, The Houſe of Vous, FE ba 
And Jun Cel, Mars his Exaltation=: \ 1 RT we) did 
In the ſeventh Houſe, Aries being this natural Howſe, 
And where he is now ſeated, and all theſe ſhew: him 
To be the Almuter. 
Ruſ. Yes, he's Lord of the Geniture, 
Whether you examine it by Prolemy $ way” WIS. 
Or Meſſethales,” Lael, or Atkindis.'* (1/7 Y 
Fi/. No other Planet hath ſo many” Dignities.; fl3 .0 
Eicker by himſelf, or in regard of. the Cuſps, 
Ni. Why hold your tongue then'if you krow it; Venus 
Tae Lady of the Horoſcope, being Libra, 
The other part, Murrxules :: So that the eq") mare 
Being NoCturnal, Lava is the hiphelt,)C: id wt! 14 
None cife being in ſufficient dignity, awvievt Jt .04 ya 
She »cing in 4-4es in the ſeventh Hauſe, | =A8 
Where Sol exalte , Is the Alchorddon.. 
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Bub: Yes; for you ſee he hath his Termin 
In the degrees where ſhe -is,-and-enjoys 
By that, ſix Dignities. 
Fiſ. Which are clearly more 
Than any elſe that view her in the Scheme. 
Nor. Why 1 ſaw this, and could have told you too, 
That he beh6lds-her with a Trine Aſpedt | 
Here out of S2girrmry, almoſt partile,  : | 
And how that Adars out,of the ſelf ſame Houſe, 
(But another Sign) here by a-Platique AſpeCt 
Looks at the Hilege, with a_Quartile ruling 
"The Houſe where the Sun is ; all this could I 
Have told you, but that yowIt 'out-run me:; 'and more, 
That -this ſame Quartile Aſpe& to' the. Lady of life, 
Here in the Seventh, promiſes fome danger, 
Cauda Draconts being ſo near Mars, 
And Capurt Algol in the Houſe of Death. 
Lat. How;:Sir 7. 1:pray:you clear that. 
Nor. What is the Queſtion firſt ? . | 
Ruſ. Of the Duke's Life, what dangers threaten him ? 
Nor, Apparent, and thoſe ſuddain, when the #yley, 
'Or Alchorodon by direftion come 
To a _Quartile oppolition' of the place 
Where Mars is in the Genitwre (which is now 
At hand) or elſe oppofed to Aars himſelf; expect it. 
Lat. But they may be prevented. 
Nor. Wildom only © 
That rules the Stars, may doit 3 for lars, being | 
Lord of the Geniture in Capricorn, 
Is, if you mark it, now a-Sexrile here 
With Yenns Lady of the Horoſcope. 
So ſhe being inher Exilizm, which 1s Scorpio, 
And Mars his Gaudiam, is o'er-rul'd by him, 
And clear debilitated five degrees 
Beneath her ordinary power, ſo 
That, at the moſt ſhe can but mitigate. | 
Lat. You cannot name the Perſons bring;this danger ? 
Nor, No, that the Stars'tell us not, they name no man, 
That is a work, Sir, of another place. 
Ruf. Tell him whom you ſuſpe&, and he'll gueſs ſhrewdly. 
Lat. Sir, we do fear one A ; if 'twere he 
1 ſhould be glad; for we ſhould ſoon prevent him, 
Fi. I know him, the Duke's Kinſman, atall man ? 
Lay hold of 't Norbrer. 
Nor. Let me pauſe a little, 
. 4s he not near of. kin unto the Duke ? 
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Lat. Yes, reverend Sir.” \ © 177 114 >Chiplpof Rature? 


Nor. 'Fart for your reverence, Keep'it till then 3-1 

Lat. He is ſo. | 

Nor. How old is he ? 

Fiſ. About _ —_— 

Nor. His head an inclimng to be grey. 

Lat. Right, Sir. = EY 

Fiſ. And fat ? 

Nor. He is ſomewhat corpulent, is he not ? 

Lat. You ſpeak the man, Sir. 

Nor. Well, look L. him, _ 

Lat. Oh, it is Awbrey ;, Gentlemen, -I 4 
Let me receive this under alt your hands. hom 


Ruſ. Why, he will ſhew you him in his Magick Glaſs, 


If you intreat him, and but gratifie 
A Spirit or two more. | 
Lat. He ſhall eat Gold, 
If he will have it, ſo ſhall you all ; there's that - 
Amongityou firſt, let me have this to fend 
The Duke in the mean time; and then what ſights 
You pleaſe to ſhew ; I'll have you ſo rewarded 
As never Artiſts were, you ſhall to Court 
Along with me, and there walt your Fortunes. 
Bu, We have a pretty part of 't in-our pockets; 
Boy we will all. be new, you ſhall along too. 


SCENE III 
Enter Sophia, Matilda, «nd Edith. - 


Mat. Good Madam, hear the Suit that Edith urges, | 


Wrich ſuch ſubmils beſeeches 3 nor remain 
So ſtriftly bound to ſorrow for your Son, 
That nothing elſe, though never ſo befitting, 
Obtains your ears, or obſervation. 

Soph. What would ſhe fay ? [ hear. 

Edith. My Suit if Madam, 
That you would pleaſe to think as well of Juſtice 
Due to your Sons revenge, as of more'wrong added . 
To both your ſelves for it, in only grieving. 
» Th undaunted Powerof Princes ſhould not be 
Confin'd in deedlefs cold calamity;' © | 
Anger, the Twinof forrow, in your wrongs 
Should not be ſmother*d, when his righr of Birth 
Claims tirAir as well, and-force of coming forth. 
Soph, Sorrow is due already, mar Lever 


ſomewhat 


died @ a4 


CExit Norb, 


FExewn, 


Should 
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Shonld ba 6anetived but where it may be born,.... .. 
lo ſome $60.50 repay Piaacyre HRs T7 115] 
That elſe conſumes who bears it, and abides 

Like a falſe Star that quenches as it glides. 

Ed. I have ſuch —_ t'employ it as, your wiſh 
Can think no better, ealigr,. or. ſeourer; 
And ſuch as but bone Gs my 
To your partakings, I alone could ed : 
But your parts in all dugs. to:crying blood 
For vengeance in the ſhedder, are much greater : | 
And therefore ſhould work your bands to, his ſlaughter. 
For your conſent, 4 which, 'twere infinite wrong. | 
To your ſevere and moſt impartial Juſtice, - . 

To move you to, forget fo falſe.a Son, 7. II | | 
As witha Mother's duty made you curſe him. | 

Mat. Edith, he is forgot, for any Son ©  * | 

Born of my Mother, or to me a Brother.; -.. 

For ſhould we ſtill perform our Rights to him, | | 

We ſhould partake his \Wrongs, and as foul be | | 
In blood and darpned;Barricide as he.. ....., | | 
And therefore till the-happy means that Heayen 

Purs in thy hand, for all gur, long'd for freedom * 
From ſo abhorr'd and impious a, Monſter, * , , 

Soph. Fell what;ſhe;will, Vl]-ledd nar hand nor car 
 Fowhaſoever Heaven puts in! her. power. ... .*. »  [Exir Sophia. 

Mat. How ſtrange ſhe is to what lhe Chiefly wiſhes? © 
Sweet Edith be not any thought the mor 
Diſcourag'd in thy purpole, ur allived) | 
Her heart and praygr$ are thine,z .and that, we.two 
Shall be enough to all we wiſh todo. * © 

Edith, Madam, my {elf ;alene 1: make ng doubt 
Shall be afforded power enough fxom,Heaven 
To end tbe Murtherer : alll wiſh.of you, -. 

Is but ſome richer Ornaments and Jewels . 
Than I amable to provide my ſelf, . . | 
To help out the detects of my poor. Beauty, 
That yet hath been enough, as now it is: 4 
To make his fancy madwismh wy deſire ? | 
But you know, Madam,, Wamen neyer can 
Be too fair to torment an amorous man ; 
And this man's torments.I wauild heighten ſtill, 
Till at their higheſt he be fir to kill, I og 
Mzt. Thou ſhalt have all my Jewels, and. my Mothers, 
And thou ſhalt-paint too, that hjs bloods deſire 1. 
May make him perth io.a, painted fire;3, 1: --. » or 
Haſt thou been with him;yet?  * WE FI IR 
"oe = | Eath, 
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Edith. Beenwith'him8 g9's-.. 01:65 51 o 1. 37 wii 2A 
I ſet that hour back to haſte more his longings. 5; & 30 yboU auT 
But I have promis'd to his Inſtruments, 910% 6 11 Aw 
The admittance of a viſit atour Houle, -:: 


Where yet | would reteive him with'al inſtre 
My ſorrow would give leave to;to remove: , 
Suſpicion of my purpoſe. ON: | 
Mat. Thou ſhalt have 
All I can add, ſweet Wench, in Jewels, Tyres, 
I'll be my ſelf thy Dreſſer; nor may 1 
Serve my own love with acortrated Husband- 
More ſweetly, nor more amply than may'ſt thon.- 
Thy forward will with his bewitch'd afteQiohs: 
Aﬀect'ſt thou any: perſonal aid-of niige, 
My nobleſt Edith ? 
Edith. Nought but your kind Prayers 
For full effect and ſpeed of my Affair. ; 
Mat. They are thine, my Edith, as for me, my' own 3" 
For thou well know'ſt, if blood ſhed of the. beſt 
Should cool and be forgotten, who would fear 
To ſhed blood ſtill ? or where, alas, were then | 
Theendleſs love we owe to. worthy men ? 
Edith. Love of the worthielſt ever bleſs your Highneſs. { Exam. 


A——_— 


Actus w CR, © Sena azar 
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Enter Rollo with a. Gloſs Aubrey, and Servant 


Rel. F Never ſtudied my GlaG till naw, 
|| It is exceeding well z now leave me ; Coufſin,.) 
How takes your eye the Object: ? 
Aub. | have learn'd-, ©. ;.-- 
So much,. Sir, of £* Courtier, a3:t0. fs 
Your Perfon does becone your Habit ; 
Bat being called unto it by a noble War, | 
Would grace an Armour better. _—_ | . 
Rol. You are ſtill 
For that great Art of awhicd. you are the Maſter; 
Yet I muſt tell-you, that to the-Encounters: -; 
We oft attempt, arm'd only thus, we bring) -. 
As troubled blood, fears mixt with flatt* ring hopes, 
The G__ in the ſervice too as great, 


MY 
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As when we are to cqharga quite through =y _— 
The Body of an Army: | 
Aub. 1'll not argue 
How you may rank the dent; but willdie in 't 
The ends which they arrive at, are as diſtant 
In every circumſtance, as far as Honour 
Is from Shame and Repentance. 
Rol. You are fowre ? 
Aub. 1 would ſpeak my free thoughts, yet not you ſo; 
Nor am | ſo ambitious of -the Title 
Of one that dares talk any thing that was 
Againſt the torrent of his own Opinion, 
That 1 affe&t to ſpeak ought may offend you : 
And therefore, gracious Sir, be pleas'd to think 
My Manners or Diſcretion have inform'd me 
"That | was born, in all goed ends, to ſerve you: 
And not to check at what concerns me not : 
I look not-with fore-eyes vn yqur rich out-ſide. - 
Nor rack my thoughts to find out. to what purpoſe 
Tis now employ'd ; I wiſh it may, be good, 
And that | hope offends not for a Subject 
Towards his Prince in things indifferent ; 
'Fo uſe the atſtereneſs of a 2 cenſuring Cato 
Is Arrogance, not Freedom. 
Rol. commend w—— 
This temper in you, and will cheriſh it. 


Enter Hamond with Letters. 


They come from Rome, Latorch imployed you ? 
Ham, True, Sir. : 
Rel. 1 muſt riot now'be troubled with a thought 
Of any new Deſign ; good Aubrey read 'em, 
And as they ſhall direct yor, uſe my power, 
Or to reply- or execute. - 
Aub. 1 will, Sir. 
Rol. And Captain bring a Squadron of our Guard 
To th' Houſe that late was nee gh 5, and therg wait me. 
Ham. I Shall. 
Rol. Some two hours hence: 
Ham. With my beſt care. - 
Rol. [nſpire me Love, and be thy Deity, 
Or ſcorn'd, or fear'd, -2s now thou favoyr'ſt me. { Exit Rolls. 
Ham. My ſtay to do my Duty, may be wrongs 
Your Lordlhips privacy. 
Aub. Captain, your love 
Is ever welcome ; 1 intreat your patience 


While 


— 
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While I peruſe theſe. 
Ham. ] attend your pleaſure. 
Aub. How's this, a Plot'on me ? 
Ham. What is contain'd 
In th' Letters that I brought, that thus tranſports him ? 
Ab. To be wrought on by Rogues, and have wy head 
Brought to the Ax by Knaves that cheat for Bread * 
The Creatures of a Paraſite, a Slave ; 
I find you here Latorch, not wonder at it ; 
But that this honeſt Captain ſhonld be made 
His Inſtrument, afflicts-me ; Il make trial 
Whether his will or weakneſs made him do it: 
Captain you ſaw the Duke when he commanded 
I ſhould do what theſe Letters did dire@t me, 
And 1 preſume you think Fl] not neglect 
For fear or favour, to remove all dangers 
How near ſoever that man can be to me 
From whom they ſhould have birth. 
Ham. It is confirm'd. 
Awub. Nor would you Captain, I believe, refuſe, 
Or for reſpect of thankfulneſs, or hopes, 
To uſe your Sword with fulleſt confidence 
Where he ſhall bid you ſtrike. 
Ham. | never have done. 
Aub. Nor will I think— 
Ham. | hope it is not queſtion'd. 
Aub. The means to have it ſo, is now propos'd you. 
Draw, ſo, 'tis well, and next cut off my head. 
Ham, What means your Lordſhip ? 
Aub. "Tis, Sir, the Duke's pleaſure ; 
My Innocence hath made.me dangerous, 
And I muſt be remov'd, and you the man 
Muſt aCt his will. 
Ham, |'l|l be a Fraytor firſt, before l ſerve it thus. 
FAub. 1t muſt be done, 
And that you may not doubt it, there's your Warrant, 
But as you read, remember #/azzond, that 
I never wrong'd one of your brave Profeſlion 
And, though it be not manly, 1 muſt grieve 7 
That man of whoſe love | was moſt ambitious 
Could find no Objet of his hate but me. 
Ham. It is no time to talk now, honour'd Sir, 
Be pleas'd to hear thy Servant, I am wrong'd, 
And cannot, being now to ſerve the Duke, 
Stay to expreſs the manner how ; but if 
I do not ſuddenly give you ſtrong proofs, 


{ - 
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* Your life is dearer to me than my own, 

May 1 live baſe, and die ſo: Sir, yonr pardon.” [Ex Hamond. 
Ab. | am both ways ruin'd, both waysThark't, or flanghter, 

On every ſide, : about, behind, before me, 

=_ certain Fate is fixt: werel a"Knave now, ' * 

I conld avoid this: bad my Actions 

But meer Relations to their ownends, T conld 'ſeapemw : 

Oh Honeſty ! thou elder Child of Vertue, 

Thou Seed of Heaven, why to acquire thy Goodneſs 

Shonld Malice and Diſtrult ſtick Thorns before ns, . 

And make us ſwim unto thee, hung with Hazards y 

But Heaven is got by ſuffering, not diſputing 3 

Say he knew this before-hand, where am I then ? 

Or ſay he does know it, where's my Loyalty? 

I know his Nature, troubled as 'the Sea, 

And as the Sea devouring when he's vex'd, 

And I know Princes are their own Expounders. 

Am I afraid of -Death ? of dying nobly ? 

Of dying in my Innocence uprightly ? 

-Have I met Death in alt his, Forms, and Fears, 

Now on the points of Swords, now pitch'd on Lances? 

In Fires, and Storms of Arrows, Battles, Breaches ? 

And ſhall I now ſhrink from him, when he courts me 

Smiling and full of Sanftity? I'll meet him ; 

My Loyalhand and heart thall give this t6 him, 

And though it bear beyond what Poets feign 

A Puniſhment, Duty ſhall meet that pain; 

And my molt conſtant heart to do him good, 

Shall check at neither pale affright nor blood. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. The Dutcheſs preſently would crave your preſence. 
Aub. 1 come ; and Aubrey now reſolve to keep 
Thy Honour living, though thy Body ſleep. CExit. 


SCENE 11, 
Enter Edith, 4 Boy, and a Banquet ſet out. 


Jt, 97 


Edith. Now for a Father's Murther, and thy ruine, 
-All Chaſtity ihall ſuffer if he reign 
Thou bleſſed Sonl, Look down, and ſteel thy Daughter, 
Look on the Sacrifice ſhe comes to ſend thee, 
And through the bloody Clouds behold my Piety, 
Take from my cold Heart Fear, from my Sex Pity, 
And as I wipe thoſe Tears off; ſhed for thee, 
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So all remembrance may 1 loſe of Mercy ; 

Give me a Womans anger bent to blood, 

The wildneſs of the Winds to drown his Prayers, 
Storm-like may my deſtruCtion fall upon him, 

My Rage like roving Billows as they riſe, 

Pour'd on his Soul to ſink.it, give me flattery, 
(For yet my conſtant Soul ne'er knew diſſembling) 
Flattery the food of Fools, that | may rock him 
And lull him in the Down of his deſires 

That in the height of all his Hopes and Wiſhes, 
His Heaven forgot, and all his Luſts upon him, 
My hand like Thunder from a Cloud, may ſeize him. 
L hear him come, go Boy, and entertain him. 


Enter Rollo. 
SONG. 


Fhe, Oh take thoſe lips away 
That | ſo ſweetly were forſworn, 
And thoſe Eyes like break, of Day, 
Lights that do miſlead the Morn, oY 
But my Kiſſes bring again, | 
Seals of Love, though ſeal'd in vain. 


Hide, Oh hide thoſe Hills of Snow, 
Which thy frozen Bloſſom bears, 

On whoſe tops the Pinks that grow 
Are of thoſe that April wears, 


But firſt ſet my poor heart free, 
Bound in thoſe Ivy chains by thee. 


Rol. What bright Star, taking Beauty's form upon her, 
In all the happy Luſtre of Heaven's Glory, 
Has drop'd down from the Sky to comfort me? 
Wonder of Nature, let it not prophane thee 
My rude hand touch thy Beauty, nor this Kiſs, 
The gentle: Sacrifice of Love and Service, 
Be ofter'd to the Honour of thy Sweetneſs. 
Ed. My gracious Lord, no Deity dwells here, 
Nor nothing of that Vertue, but Obedience, 
The Servant t9 your Will affeCts no Flattery. 
Rol. Can it_be Flattery to ſwear thoſe Eyes 
Are Love's eternal Lamps he fires all hearts with? -* 
That Tongue the ſmart ſtring to his Bow? thoſe Sighs 
The deadtv Shafts he ſends into our Souls ? 
Oh, look upon me with thy Spring of Beauty. 
Ea. Your Grace is full of Game, 
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Rol. By Heaven, my Edith, 

Thy Mother fed on Roſes when ſhe bred thee. 
Ed, And thine on Brambles that have prick'd her Heart ont. 
Rol. The ſweetneſs of the Arabian Wind fill blowing 

Upon the Treaſures of. Perfumes and Spices, 

In all their Pride and Pleaſures call thee Miſtrifs. 

E4d. Wilt pleaſe you _- 2 a# 
, Rol, So you pleaſe lit by me, ; 

Fair gentle Maid, there is no ſpeaking to thee, 

The excellency that appears upon thee, 

Ties up my Tongue: pray ſpeak to me. 

Ed. Of what, Sir ? 
Rol. Of any thing, any thing is excellent. 

Will you take my DireCtions? ſpeak of Love then ; 

Speak of thy fair ſelf Eaith ; and while thou ſpeak'ſt, 

Let me, thus langniſhing, give up my ſelf, Wench. 

Ed. H'as a ſtrange cunning tongue, why do you ſigh, Sir ? 

How maſterly he turns himſelf to catch me ? 

Rol. The way to Paradiſe, my gentle Maid, 

Is hard and crooked, ſcarce Repentance finding, 

With all her holy helps, the door to enter, 

Give me thy hand, what dolt thou feel ? 

Ed. Your Tears, Sir. 
You weep extreamly ; -ſtrengthen me now Juſtice. 
Why are theſe Sorrows, Sir ? __- 

Rol. Thou'd never love me 

If I ſhould tell thee, yet there's no way left 

Ever to purchaſe this bleſt Paradiſe. 

But ſwimming thither in theſe tcars. 

Ed; I ſtagger. Rol. Are they not drops of blood ? 
Ed. No. _—— Rol. They're for blood then, 

For guiltleſs blood, and they muſt drop, my Edith, 

They muſt thus drop, till I have drown'd my miſchiefs. 
Ed. If this be true, I have no ſtrength to touch him. 
Rol. I prethee lovk npon me, 'tarn not from me; 

Alas, I do confeſs, 'm made of miſchiefs, 

Begot with all man's miſeries npon me 3 

But ſee my Sorrows, Maid, and do not thou, 

Whoſe only ſweeteſt Sacrifice is ſoftneſs, 

Whoſe true Condition, tenderneſs of Nature. 

Ed. My Anger melts, Oh, I ſhall loſe my Juſtice. 
Rol. Do not thon learn to kill with cruelty, 

AST have done, to murther with thy Eyes, 

(Thoſe bleſſed Eyes) as I have done with Malice, 

When thou haſt wonnded me to death with Scorn, 

(As 1 deſerve it Lady) for my true love, 


When 


When th6l-haſtToaden me with Earth forevergo!! 1 ol yort hp lh! 

Take heed my Sorrows; and the Stings/I-fiffer $702 212-!d ed ens? 

Take heed my nightly Dreams of Death'and Horro6oger2 mil \ 
Purſue thee not : no time ſhall tell thy Griefs then,” "7 2511 4 


Nor ſhall-an hour of Joy add to thy Beauties. > LO vr 
Look not upon me as 1 kill'd thy Father, 20% 25 2g got 
As | was ſiear'd'in blood; do-nor-thou' hate mey'!! 03 2120.1» 
But thus in whiteneſs of my waſh'd Repemtance, : ' 07 001 ni 
In my hearts tears and truth of love to-Eadirh, 2 7 51:1 100 4 on T 


In my fair. Life hereafter. __.| 
Ed, He will fool me. __—- 
Rol. Oh with thine Angel eyes behold and'cloſe me, 
' Of Heaven we.call for mercy, and obtainit; : \ 
To Juſtice for-our Right on Earth, and have it ; | | 
Of thee I-beg for Love; ſave me, and give it. ' 
Ed. Now Heaven thy kelp, or l am gone for ever, | 
His tongue has turn'd me into melting pity. 


Enter Hamond, and Guard.” \ 


Ham. Keep the doors ſafe, and upon pain of death 
Let no man enter till I give the Word. wt! 
Guard. We ſhall, Sir. [ Extunt, 
Ham. Here he is in all his pleaſure; | have my wiſh. 
Kol. How now? why doſt thou ſtare ſo ?___. 
Ka. Ahelp, 1 hope: on ""o- 
Rol. What doſt thou here? who ſent thee? . .. 
Ham. My Brother, and the baſe malicious Office 
Thou mad'ſt me do to Awbrey; pray, -—— Rol. Pray 2 — 
Ham. Pray ;, pray, it thou caniſt'pray, I ſhall kill thy Soul elſe, 
Pray ſuddenly. Rol. Thou can'ſt not be ſo trayterons, 
Ham. It is a Juſtice; ſtay Lady ; 
For I perceive your end ; a Womans hand , 
Muſt not rob me of Vengeance. __—— Ed. 'Tis my glory. 
Ham, *Tis mine, ſtay, and ſhare with-me; by the gods, Koo, 
There is no way to fave thy Life. Rol. No ?___— —- 
Ham. No, it is ſo monſtrous, no Repentance cures it. 
Rol. Why then thou ſhalt. kill her firſt, and what this blood 
Will caſt upon thy curſed head... Jam, Poor Guard, Sir. 
Ed. Spare not, brave Captain, _—— 
Rol. Fear, or the Devil has thee: - 
Ham, Such fear, Sir, as you gave 'your honour'd Mother, 
When your moſt vertuous Brother, Shiclt-like, held her 
Such I'N give you, . put her away. -— 


#, 
' z 


Rol. 1 will vor, | will pot die ſa-tamely. (thee? 
Ham, Murtherous Villain , wilt thou draw Seas of blood upon 
Ed. Fear not, kill huv, good Captain, any way difpacch 


Him, 


— 


oo 
— 
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Him, my —_ honor'd with:that;Sword that, through me - 
Sends his black Soul ta'Hell Oh bat far one band! —_. -. 
Ham. Shake -biva off -bravely| Sewers ot vigor ym whom 
E4. He's too ſtrong, ſtrike him. 
Ham. Oh, am1I with you Sir ? now keep you from him, 
What, has he got, a Knife ?_— To” 
Ed. Look to him Captain, for now he will be miſchievous, 
Ham. Do you ſmile, SWf —— 1 oo I 
Does it ſo tickle you ? have at you once more. 
Ed. Oh bravely thruſt ; take heed he come not in, Sir ; 
To him again, you give him too much reſpite. | 
Rol. Yet will you ſave my life, and Fll forgive thee,. . 
And give thee all, all Honours, all Advancements, 
Call thee my Friend. E#. Strike, ſtrike, and hear him not, 
His tongue will tempt a Saint! Rol. Oh for my Souls ſake ! 
Ed. Save nothing of him, 
Ham, Now for your farewel, 
Are you ſo wary? take you that, Rol. Thou, that too; 
Oh thou haſt kill'd me baſely, baſely, baſely: [ Dyes, 
Ed. The jaſt reward of Murther falls upon thee. 
How do you Sir ? has he not hurt you? — 
Ham. No, | feel not any thing, — —. 
Ab. 1. charge you let us paſs. [ Within. 
Guard, You cannot yet, Sir..-— Ab. Fit make way then. 
Guard. We are ſworn to our Captain,andtil he give the word. 


Enter Sophia, Matilda, Aubrey, Lords and Attendants, 


Ham. Now let them in there. _— Sopb. Oh, here he lies. 
Sorrow on ſorrow ſeeks me, Oh, in his blood. he lics. 
Aub. Had you ſpoke ſooner, | 
This might have been prevented; 
Take the Dutcheſs, 
And kad her off, this-is no ſight for her eyes. 
Mat. Oh, bravely done, Wench ! 
Ed. There ſtands the Noble Doer. | 
Mat. My Ronourever feek thee for thy [uſtice, 
Oh, *twas a Deed of high and brave Adventure, 
A Juſtice for Heaven to-envy at, 
Farewel my Sorrows, and my Tears take truce, 
My Wiſhes are come round , Qh, bloody Brother, 
Till this hour never beauteous ; till thy Life, 
Like a full Sacrificefor all thy Miſthiefs, 
Flow'd from thee in thefe Rivers, never righteous : 
Oh, how my eyes are quarri'd with their fore now ? 
My longing heart even leaping out for lightneſs ? | 
But die thy black {ins with thee, 1 forgive thee. 


— 
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Aub. Who did this. Deed ? 
Ham, 1, and 1'll anſwer it. ——— 4 | 
Ed. He faints,Oh,that ſame curſed Knife has kill'd hint. { Dies, 
Aub. How ? — - ; l 
Ed. He ſnatch'd it from my band, for-whom 4bore- it, 

And as-they graptild. : 6 2908177 
Aub. Juſtice 1s ever equal, ' 

Had it not beeg on him; $h'sdt dy'd too honeſt, 

Did you know of his Death ? Ed. Yes, and rejoyce in't. 
Arb, I'm ſorry for your Youth then ; though the ſtriftneſs 7. 

Of Lawſhal}not falban'yow, that of Lite, | 

Muſt preſently, Go to a Cloyſter, ecarry.her, 

And there for ever lead your life in Penitence. 
Ed. Beſt Father to my Soul, 1 give you thanks, Sir, 

And now my fair Revenges have their ends, 

My Vows ſhall be my Kin, my Prayers my Friends. { Exit. 


ELIE Enter Latorch, and Jaglers. 


Lat. Stay there, I'll ſtep in and prepare the Duke. 
Nor, We ſhall have brave Rewards ? 
Fiſ. That is without queſtion. 
Lat. By this time where's my huffing Friend, Lord Awbrey ? 
Where's that good Gentleman 2..Oh, I could laugh now, 
And burſt my ſelf with meer Imaginatiay; 
A wiſe man, and a valiant: man, a juſt 9jan 
To ſuffer himfelf be juggl'd out of the World, 
By a number of poor Gypſies? farewel, Swalh-buckler, 
For | know thy mouth is cold enough by this time ; 
A hundred of ye l can ſhave as neatly, 
And ne'er draw blood in ſhew :- now ſhall my-Honour, 
My Power and Vertne walkalone: my Pleaſure 
Obſery'd by all, all knees bend to my Worſhip, 
All ſates tome as Saints of all their Fortunes, 
Freferr'd and crowded too, what full place of credit, 
And what place now ? your Lordſhip? no, *tis common; 
But that Vl think to morrowon 3 now for my buſineſs. 
Aub. Who's there ? 
Lat. Dead, my Maſter ded ? Aubrey alive too ?—— 
Guard. Latorch, Sir. Aub. Seize his Body, 
Lat... My Maſter dead ? 
Aub. And you within this. half hour, 
Prepare your ſelf good Devil, you mnſt to it, 
Millions of Gold ſhall not redeem thy Miſchief, 
Behold the Juſtice of thy Practice, Villain 
The Maſs of Murthers thou haſt drawn upon ns: 
Bekoid thy Doctrine ; you look now for Reward, Sir, 


To 
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To be advanc'd, I'm ſure, for all your -Labours? 
And you ſhall have it, make his Gallows higher  - 
By ten foot at the leaſt, and-then advance him. 
Lat. Mercy, mercy. ,_- Ab. *Tis too late Fool, 
Such as you-meant for me, away with hirh. s [He led our. 
What gaping Knaves are theſe, bring em in Peta, | (31 & 
Now, what are you ? 19 T2V9 21 5 
Nor. Mathemaricians, if it pleaſe your Lordſhip. 
. A#b. And you drew a Figure ? 
_ And we-have drawn many. 
ub. For the Duke, I mean'y Sir Lawer Knaves you: are. 
Nor We know the Gentleman. | 
Anb. What did hepromiſe you ? "2 TOI $1541 
Nor. Weare paid already. ['N-A jb 
Aub. But I will ſee-you better paid, go whip them. 
T Nor. We do beſeech your Lordſhip, we were hir'd. 
£4, 1 know you were; and you ſhall haye your hire ; 
Whip 'cm extremely, whip that DoCtor there, 
Til] ! he: ecord hinifelf a Rogue. 
Vor, | am one, Sir. | 
Aub. W hip him for heing one, and when this are. whip't, 
L ead *em.to the Gallows to ſee their Patron hang'd 
\way with.thems ---. -- | Ley or leg: Mt: 
Ner. Ah, good my Lordv: | 
Axb. Now to my own'Right, Gentlemen: dal 115111 fs 
1 Lord. You have the next indeed, we all confeſs i it, 
And here ſtand ready to inveſt you with it. 
2 Lord. Which. ro make ſtronger to you, and the ſurer 
Than blood or milſchiefs dare infringe again, 
Behold this Lady, Sir, this Noble Lady, 
Full of the blood a8 you re, of that nearneſs, 
How bleſſed would it be ?. 
Aub. 1 apprehend you, and fo the fair Matilda dare accept 
Me her ever conſtant Servant. 
Mat. Inall pureneſs, | 
In all humility of heart and ſer "_ | 
To the moſt Noble Awbrey, I ſubmit me. 
Axb. Then this is our firlt Tye; now to our Buſineſs. 
1 Lord, We are ready all to put the Honour on you, Sir. 
Aub. Theſe ſad Rites muſt be done firſt, rake up the oo 
This, as he was a Prince, ſo Princely Funeral 
Shall wait upon him :'on this honeſt Captain, 
The decency of Arms. a Tear for him too. 


*”_ 


So, ſadly on, and as we view his blood, 
May his Exanple in our Rule raiſe eood. 


ANTS 


